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farmers  have  grown  the  finest  tobacco  in  300  years 


...and  Luckies  always  buy  the 
A-1  grades,"  says  Tom  Smothers, 
20  years  a  tobacco  auctioneer 

THREE  SIMPLE  FACTS  tell  why  we  ask;  "Have 
you  tried  a  Lucky  lately?" 

Fact  No.  I.  In  recent  years,  tobacco  farmers 
have  used  Uncle  Sam's  scientific  methods. 
Result:  The  finest  tobacco  in  history. 
Fact  No.  2.  Tom  Smothers,  15  years  a  Lucky 
Strike  smoker,  is  typical  of  the  indepe)iJeiit  ex- 
perts who  prefer  Luckies,  2  to  1.  They  kuow 
Luckies  buy  the  choicer  grades  of  these  im- 
proved tobaccos.  Result;  Luckies  are  better 
than  ever! 

Fact  No.  3.  After  2  to  4  years  of  aging,  the 
"Toasting  "  process  takes  out  certain  throat 
irritants  found  in  all  tobacco.  Result;  A  better- 
than-ever  smoke  plt/s  throat  protection. 

Try  Luckies  for  a  week.  Check  each  fact. 
Youll  see  why.  .  .WITH  MEN  WHO  KNOW 
TOBACCO   BEST-IT'S   LUCKIES   2   TO   1 


YOU  SAID  IT 


It's  Our  Turn 

What  with  all  the  caviar  and  crumbs 
flying  around,  we're  taking  the  chance  to 
toss  some  flowers  and  fungi  of  our  own. 

A  dozen  American  Beauty  roses  to  the 
irrepressible  Jean  Bartelme  for  her 
expert  fashion  work  ...  a  century  plant 
to  Bob  Cowan  for  his  long  service  and 
unmatchable  art  work  ...  a  dozen 
johnny-jump-ups  to  uncontrollable  Jim 
Bixby  for  his  fine  photos.  The  Parrot  will 
miss  this  trio  next  year;  Jean  and  Bob 
through  graduation,  Bix  through  another 
job.  Their  departure,  however,  means 
opportunities  for  new  workers  in  these 
fields. 

An  orchid  to  Jane  Smith  for  keeping 
the  oi3fice  going  through  storm  and  stress 
...  a  gardenia  apiece  to  her  faithful 
workers,  Mildred  Le  Voy,  Betty  Haynes, 
and  Martha  Hill. 

Of  the  editorial  corps,  Harry  Boetcher 
has  received  his  deserved  laurels  ...  to 
Mary  Ellen  Sams  and  Portia  McClain, 
for  industry  and  outstanding  work,  we 
give  a  string  of  orchids  .  .  .  corsages  to 
Mary  Ruth  Latenser,  Edith  Helen  Spen- 
cer, and  Bob  Fuller  (pardon  us.  Bob). 

Our  sincerest  thanks  to  all  the  rest  of 
you  who  have  helped  us  with  "Peter 
Paul"  this  year  ...  to  the  contributors, 
the  distributors,  the  advertising  sales- 
men, the  office  workers  ...  to  the  Daily 
and  Syllabus  lads  for  all  their  cooperation 
and  good  will  ...  in  fact,  to  all  of  you 
who  have  supported  us  so  faithfully. 


Now  with  another  full  year  looming 
up  ahead,  there  are  a  number  of  positions 
to  be  filled  on  both  the  business  and 
editorial  staflis.  Those  of  us  who  have 
worked  through  years  on  the  Parrot  can't 
urge  too  strongly  that  any  and  all  of  you 
who  are  interested  in  magazine  work 
come  around  now  and  start  working  for 
next  year.  Art,  features,  stories,  articles, 
photos — even  just  plain  ideas  all  have 
their  place;  and  our  earnest  endeavor 
has  always  been  to  be  truly  YOUR  maga- 
zine of  collegiate  life. 

And  Don  Wingate  calls  in  from  the 
outer  office  "A  cactus  to  all  the  guys 
and  gals  who  don't  check  Parrot  on  their 
registration  blanks  next  fall." 

Jean  Arms 
Ed   Malott 


COVER 

Dick  Trenbeth  C*K2>  and  Mel  Wie- 
chert  (KKr)  express  the  senior 
sentiment  on  the  steps  of  Deering 
Library  wMle  Duil  Freyer,  another 
Phi  Kap,  contemplates  the  years 
ahead.    Photo  by  Gano. 


DEDICATION 

Throughout  the  years  we  have  dedicated 
ourselves  to  constantly  fulfill  our  pledge: 
"TO  ... 


RESIST 


y  usual 


99 
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THINGS  TO  DO 


May  15-25 — Carson's  contest  for  all 
campus  men.  Sharpen  your  wits 
and  pencils,  and  win  your  summer 
wardrobe,  boys.  (See  page  31.) 


May  24-25 — Study.  (Optimistic  note  on 
the  University's  social  calendar.) 


June  1 — June  brings  hope — for  all  the 
lads  and  lassies  beginning  exams 
today. 

June  12  —  That's  all  they  is  —  they 
ain't  no  more.  Noon  whistles  blow 
and  it's  a  happy  vacation! 

^      ■^      ^ 

FOR  SENIORS  ONLY 
June  13 — 8:30:  President's  reception 
ai  Deering  Library.  A  last  chance 
CO  chat,  shake  hands,  and  drink 
coffee  with  profs  and  miscellaneous 
friends. 


June  14 — 7:30:  Baccalaureate  at  the 
First  Methodist  Church.  Remem- 
ber the  Convocation  four  years 
ago?  This  time  we  assemble  in 
caps  and  gowns  for  our  final  visit. 

8:30:  Illumination  ceremony  in 
Deering  meadow.  Seniors  become 
alums  as  they  pass  under  an  arch 
of  lanterns.  To  clinch  the  point,  a 
street  dance  in  Sheridan  road  fol- 
lows— alums  playing  host. 

June  15 — 11:30:  Parade  of  classes 
from  10  A.D.  to  '40,  on  Sheridan 
road.  Climaxed  with  alumni  lunch- 
eon in  the  north  quads  for  all  sen- 
iors. 

5:00:  Curtain  call  for  college  ca- 
reers. Graduation  at  Deering 
meadow. 
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CAPITALIST 

Teacher  (warning  her  pupils 
against  catching  cold):  "I  had  a 
little  brother  seven  years  old,  and 
one  day  he  took  his  new  sled  out  in 
the  snow.  He  caught  pneumonia,  and 
three  days  later  he  died." 

Silence  for  ten  seconds. 

The  Voice  from  the  Rear: 
"Where's   the   sled?" 


Caller:  "I  would  like  to  see  the 
judge,  please." 

Secretary:  "I'm  sorry,  sir,  but  he 
is  at  dinner." 

Caller:  "But  my  man,  my  errand 
is    important." 

Secretary:  "It  can't  be  helped  sir. 
His   honor   is   at   steak."       — Pointer 


Two  fraternity  men  were  seated 
together  in  a  crowded  street  car. 
One  of  them  noticed  that  the  other 
had  his  eyes  closed. 

"Wassamatter,  Bill,"  he  asked, 
"feeling  ill?" 

"I'm    all    right,"     answered    Bill, 

"but  I  hate  to  see  ladies  standing." 

— Pointer 


Judge:  So  they  caught  you  with 
this  bundle  of  silverware.  Whom  did 
you  plunder? 

Yegg :  Two  fraternity  houses,  your 
honor. 

Judge:  Call  up  the  downtown  hotels 

and    distribute    this    stuff,    sergeant. 

— Covered  Wagon 


TECHNIQUE 

To  make  a  girl  laugh  at  your  jokes 

Is  really  quite  simple: 
Just  pick  out  one  with  pretty  teeth. 

Or  one  who  has   a  dimple. 


1st  Coed — "How  do  you  like  my 
new  gown?  I  got  it  for  a  ridiculous 
price." 

2nd  Coed — "You  mean  you  got  it 
for   an   absurd  figure." 


A  college  boy  went  out  to  Holly- 
wood and  fell  in  love  with  a  movie 
star. 

"I'd  love  to  marry  you  someday," 
he   said. 

"All  right,"  she  replied.  "I'll  put 
you  on  my  wedding  list." 


SENIORS! 
JUNIORS! 

SOPHOMORES! 
FRESHMEN! 

CASH 

For  Your 

USED  BOOKS 

Charm  or  Pin 
$1  and  up 


Many  Other  Graduation 
Gift  Suggestions  at 

STUDENT 
BOOK  EXCHANGE 

1737  Sherman  Avenue 

George  Racine,  Mgr.  Davis  2717 


INTERSTATE   CLASS   HOUSE 


Lincoln 

and  Touhy 

Avenues 


A  Smart  North  Shore  Restaurant 


Delicious    Food    at    Student 

Prices  .  .  .  Dancing  .  .  .  Ultra 

Modern  Atmosphere  .  .  .  and 

Distinctive  Cocktail  Bar 

AMPLE   PARKING 


Heartily 

Endorsed  by 

\«.  Discriminating 

ISorthwestern 

Collesians 


featuring.    BILL    BeNNeTT    i  lationaliu  ^\nown  Kyr 


'-eaCurina 
with  FIFI,  Song  Stylist 


Knoivn  K^raanlst 
Entertaining  Nightly  6  p.m.  to  2  a.m.,  except  Monday 
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10th  Birthday 

AND  MAY  DAYS 

SALE 

The  CO-OP 

In  celebrating  our  10th  birthday 
we  take  pleasure  in  offering  you 
the  following  values  from  our 
sports  department,  which  is  the 
FINEST  and  FASTEST  GROW- 
ING   on    the   NORTH   SHORE. 

GOLFERS 


Wilson  Hol-Hi 

GOLF  CLUBS 


A    famous    name 

matched    woods 

and  irons,  all  the  newest 

features 

at  a  great  savings. 

Reg. 

Matched  Set— 

Price 

Sale 

3  Woods 

.$22.50 

$14.85 

Matched   Set— 

5    Irons     

.   32.50 

19.75 

Matched  Set— 

6    Irons    

.   39.00 

23.70 

Matched   Set— 

8    Irons    

.   52.00 

31.60 

GOLF 

BALLS 

Golf  King  50 
Reg.  $6  doz. 
NowS3.75 


Sweepstake 
Reg.  $8  doz. 
$5.75  doz. 


Tennis  Players 

We      have      never      " 
before     offered     a 
value      to      equal 
this    buy. 

Ellsworth  Vines 
Reg.  Price  Sale 
$15.50  $7.95 

{Only  a  Limited 
Quantity) 
1939  frames— freshly  strung — with 
15-gauge  split  lamb  gut.  A  com- 
plete line  of  other  famous  player 
rackets  at  a  great  savings. 

RESTRINGING 

Regular  $9  Tournament  Lamb   Gut. 

15  or    16  gauge    $6.95 

Regular     $8     Championship      Lamb 

Gut.    15   gauge    $5.95 

Regular   $6   Match    Play. 

Lamb    gut     $3.95 


TENNIS  BALLS 

Wilson  Championship,  Wright  & 

Ditson,    Dunlop  —  regularly  45c 

3  for  $1 


The  CO-OP 

1726  ORRINGTON  AVE. 

Orrington   Hotel   BIdg. 

EVANSTON  ^ 


HIllMAN'S 


uaecuntaue 


^unt    L/ei 


Dedicated  to  B.  W. 


And  so  it  seems  once  more  Adolj  has 
shown  that  though  England  has  most  of 
the  ships,  he  is  still  mistress  of  the  seize. 


Perhaps  the  Norwegian  soldiers  didn't 
count  for  much  but  just  the  same  when- 
ever they  were  hit  they  were  counted 
quite  a  few  times. 

SCHUMACHER  DENIES 
ATHLETIC  SUBSIDIZATION 

—Daily  N 

Yes.  Ade.  we  understand.  It's  just  that 
"Every  time  it  rains,  it  rains  pennies 
from  heaven." 


One  nice  thing  about  our  political  sys- 
tem; after  the  irresistible  force  meets 
the  immovable  object,  Dewey  can  always 
write  his  memoirs. 


That's  all  right,  Tom,  you're  one  of  the 
feiv  men  we  ever  met  who'd  rather  be 

wrong  than  be  president. 


The  thing  that  strikes  us  as  curious  is 
the  fact  that  while  Freshman  seem  to  be 
getting  taller  and  heavier,  graduated 
Seniors  seem  to  get  smaller  and  smaller. 


Oh.  ivell.  if  matters  get  too  bad,  we  can 
always  go  to  FDR,  or  should  we  say  Old 
King  Dole? 


We  see  where  Admiral  Taussig  fore- 
sees a  war  against  Japan.  He  seems  to 
suggest  that,  like  Germany,  we  launch 
a  defensive. 

Lafayette,  once  is  enough. 


Which  reminds  us.  are  the  Republicans 
going  to  demand  a  return  to  ragged 
individualism? 

"The  same  year  he  broke  the  National 
AAU  thirty-year  record  for  distance  run- 
ning in  a  rainstorm."    — Purple  Parrot 

Don't  laugh,  boys,  he's  probably  some- 
body's imidder. 


"This  is  an  enthusiastic  discussion  of 
.  .  .  sex  ....  by  an  elderly  Canadian 
clergyman.  It  should  be  useful  particu- 
larly to  persons  who  want  advice  with 
a  mild  religious  flavor." 

— Public  Health  Service  Magazine 

Enthusiostic,  yes,  but  we  prefer  ours 
with  a  dash  of  scotch. 


J 


a 


^eutker 


V 


Ln  oup  cap 

from    the     polychrome 
^  plumage  we've  helped   /* 
you  +o  preen,  Polly. 


We've  had  fun  feeding 
you  the  choicest  of  non- 
sguav/k  crackers  from 
our  typographic  pantry. 

Even  though  you  will 
soon  be  homing  back 
to  the  old  perch,  we 
are  going  to  miss  you 
during  your  moulting 
season. 


Thanks  a  lot  for  the 
feather.  And  thanks  a 
million    for    everything! 

LLOYD  HOLLISTER  INC. 

WILMETTE 
/-"^rinterS  to  f-^ollu 
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A  BIPIiS  m  VltW 


We  saw  one  of  the  best  demon- 
strations of  high-pressure  salesman- 
ship we've  ever  seen  right  down  in 
our  own  cozy  little  office  the  other 
night.  One  of  the  literary  staff  was 
giving  his  all  in  an  attempt  to  sup- 
ply one  of  our  bigger  Big  Men  On 
Campus  with  a  blind  date.  We  didn't 
hear  all  the  conversation,  but  from 
what  we  could  make  out  it  was  an 
unusual  opportunity.  The  salesman 
was  just  working  up  a  laudatory 
crescendo  when  a  sardonic  voice 
from  the  outer  office  sneered,  "Not 
only  that,  but  she's  been  wearing  a 
mask  for  the  past  two  years — it  viiist 
be  a  mask."  The  aforesaid  Big  Man 
etc.  had  just  been  sitting  quietly  all 
the  time,  smiling  and  looking  politi- 
cal. Which  is  probably  the  secret  of 
his  success   .   .   . 


Speaking  of  success  stories  re- 
minds us  of  the  old  negress  we  saw 
on  the  "El"  the  other  day  with  the 
Theta  pin  stuck  proudly  on  her  hat 
band. 

*     *     * 

PROVING:  that  there  is  a  fine 
fme  line  beyond  which  a  N.  U.  coed 
will  not  go  .  .  .  even  to  enlarge  the 
much  publicized  annual  crop  of 
queens,  sweethearts  and  other  forms 
of  the  Glamour  Girl. 

The  House  on  Orrington  whose 
Mock  Convention  parade  float  was 
the  Republican  "Privy"  Council  felt 


a  definite  esthetic  lack  in 
the  simplicity  of  their  dis- 
play. What  they  needed 
was  glamour  .  .  .  and  hav- 
ing been  thoroughly  endocrinated  by 
Northwestern  functions  in  the  past, 
they  knew  how  to  get  it  ...  A  Queen 
of  the  Privy  Council.  They  tried  the 
Pi  Phi  house  first.  The  Pi  Phis  were 
all  busy.  They  had  all  either  already 
been  queens  and  were  tired  of  it  all, 
or  they  had  a  torch  and  sign  or 
two  to  wave  themselves.  The  Pi  Phis 
however  kindly  suggested  the  Kap- 
pas. A  negative  result  here,  too. 

PROVING:  that  there  is  a  fine 
line.   .   .   . 

Depurtnient-of-What-ls- 
This-W  orld-Coming-to 

And  then  there  are  the  two  cam- 
pus intellectualites  .  .  .  both  of  whom 
sport  the  golden  key  .  .  .  who  spent 
their  entire  time  at  the  Mock  Con- 
vention analyzing  the  relative  pro- 
portions (and  proportionately  the 
appeal)  of  the  feminine  limbs  in  evi- 
dence on  the  speaker's  platform. 


Despite  the  demise  of  such  myths 
as  the  Phi  Betes  being  scholarly  and 
Northwestern  for  her  pretty  girls, 
there  are  certain  legends,  that  by 
Reality's  verification  pass  from  the 
legendary  into  the  realm  of  reality. 
Such  a  folk  tale  is  that  of  the  absent- 
minded  professor. 

It  seems  we  were  perusing  the 
morning  paper  several  days  ago  over 
our  coffee  when  suddenly  our  bleary 
eyes  pulled  up  to  a  halt  at  an  item 
concerning  the  troubles  of  one  N.U. 
professor.  The  pedagogue,  it  ap- 
pears, was  hailed  down  by  one  of  the 
local  gendarmerie  for  ignoring  a  stop 
sign.  In  court,  he  said  he  forgot  of 
the  existence  of  any  such  sign.  When 
asked  to  show  his  driver's  license,  he 
forgot,  so  he  claimed,  to  bring  it 
with  him.  The  case  was  postponed  so 
that  he  could  bring  it  to  the  judge. 
Comes  Thursday  .  .  .  yes,  you  guess- 
ed. No  professor.  He  forgot  to  show 


up.  Later  he  appeared  in  court.  And 
where  is  your  driver's  license,  sir? 
It  seems  he  had  forgotten  in  the  first 
place  to  apply  for  one.  And  why 
hadn't  he  admitted  this  to  the  judge? 
He  had  forgotten  that  he  had  for- 
gotten. 

Fame  is  fleeting  .  .  .  Bertrand 
Russell  lost  out  to  Yehudi  .  .  .  lily- 
like pallor  is  being  replaced  by  a 
warmish-pink-going-into-vital-tan  col- 
or ..  .  people  have  stopped  staring  in 
quiet  delight  at  tulips  and  medium- 
sized  leaves  .  .  .  spring  formals  and 
beer  picnics  are  giving  way  to 
haunted  looks  and  term  paper  jitters. 
.  .  .  And  Lake  Michigan's  being 
sparkly  and  the  wind's  smelling  like 
lilacs  don't  help  matters  any. 


What  with  the  Germans  and  Brit- 
ish dropping  bombs  and  liquid  fire 
and  other  menacing  things  on  Eu- 
rope, it  sort  of  does  one's  heart  good 
to  see  I'amour  linked  with  the  air- 
ways. 

What  we're  thinking  of  in  particu- 
lar is  what  we  saw  in  the  east  South 
Quad  last  week.  It  was  the  middle  of 
the  afternoon  and  a  bevy  of  glamour 
was  standing  middleward  in  the 
Quad  looking  up.  There  wasn't  a 
sign  of  rain  and  we  knew  it;  so  we 
stood  around  and  looked  up  too.  And, 
what's  more,  we  got  results.  Things 
began  falling,  three  of  them,  out  of 
a  little  plane  which  was  circling  so 
low  as  almost  to  endanger  the  Theta 
chimney. 

The  aforesaid  bevy  was  milling 
Continued  on  page  35 
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illustrated  by  frank  sayles 

"Hi,  dope.    All  set?"  Trying  to  be  casual. 

"Right.    Just  a  second,  till  I  sign  out." 

Just  a  second,  then  there  she  was.  Slim,  and  sweet 
and  young.  Looking  at  him  with  that  eager,  arresting 
smile  of  hers. 

"Where  we  going  tonight.  Bill?" 

"Well— I  thought— still  like  to  dance?" 

She  tucked  her  arm  in  his  as  they  went  down  the 
walk,  past  the  brightly-lighted  sorority  houses,  to  the 
car. 

"Silly.    Have  you  ever  known  me  when  I  didn't?" 

Had  he  ever  known  her — ?  How  long  had  he  known 
her?  September.  No,  surely  longer  than  that.  Could 
all  this  have  happened  since  September?  But  there  it 
was.    He'd  only  come  here  in  September  .   .   . 

"Well,"  he  said  then,  "of  course  there  won't  really 
be  room  to  dance,  but  the  Cobra  Room  is  still  fun. 
Everybody  we  know  will  be  there." 

Everybody  they  knew  would  be  there.  Take  her  to 
a  place  with  a  crowd,  with  lots  of  people.  Take  her 
to  a  place  where  there  would  be  no  quiet  moments,  no 
dangerously  quiet  moments  .  .  . 

"Oh,  that's  swell.  Bill.  You  know  how  I  love  Cren- 
shaw's band." 

Maybe  the  Cobra  Room  hadn't  been  such  a  good  idea, 
though.  There  wasn't  room  to  dance.  There  never 
was.  There  was  room  only  to  stand,  swaying,  holding 
her  close  to  him,  her  cheek  against  his,  while  the  or- 
chestra kept  playing  all  the  wrong  things  ...  all  the 
slow,  soft,  reminding  things  .  .  .  Maybe  the  Cobra 
Room  hadn't  been  such  a  good  idea. 

"Let's  go  back  to  the  table,  shall  we,  Ginny?" 

No  better  this,  though.  Sitting  there,  staring  into  his 
drink  .  .  . 

"Bill,  darling,  maybe  I'm  a  bold,  forward  wench  to 
mention  it.  but  you  aren't  exactly  your  usual  sparkling 
self  tonight.  What's  the  matter?  Got  a  quiz  coming 
up  Monday  that  worries  you?    Tell  Mother  all." 

He  looked  up  at  her,  forced  a  smile. 

"No.    No  quiz.    I  don't  know  .  .  .  I'm  just  .  .  ." 

"My  silly  sweet,  you're  awfully  vague.  Smile,  dar- 
ling.   Smile  and  be  gay.    This  is  Spring,  remember." 

This  is  Spring.  This  is  May,  and  then  there's  June. 
Only  a  very  little  bit  of  June.  Commencement  on  the 
fifteenth,  and  that  will  be  the  end  of  that.  There  won't 
even  be  next  year,  because  Ginny's  a  senior,  and  on 
that  bright  fifteenth  of  June,  that  bright  Spring  day, 
she'll  walk  up  the  aisle,  quiet  and  grave  in  her  black 
gown,  and  the  roll  of  parchment  she'll  get  will  say  the 
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end.  The  end  to  a  lot  of  things.  But  smile — this  is 
Spring ! 

"Shall  we  dance,  Ginny?" 

Rising,  she  laughed,  "It's  lucky  for  you  that  I'm  such 
an  adaptable  person.  Bill.  Because  you're  a  change- 
able soul  tonight  if  ever  I  saw  one  ..." 

Bill  had  meant  to  study  tonight.  He  had  sworn  he'd 
study.  But  Ted  had  dropped  in  for  a  moment,  and 
Johnny  had  knocked  on  the  door  .  .  .  Well,  he'd  heard 
professors  say  you  learned  as  much  in  bull  sessions  as 
you  did  in  classes. 

Ted  was  saying  something  .  .  . 

".  .  .  so  we  figure  we'll  make  it  along  about  next 
September.  Her  parents  are  willing,  and  I'll  be  settled 
in  my  job  well  enough  by  that  time." 

"What  is  it  you're  going  to  make  next  September?" 
Bill  asked,   suddenly. 

"Hey,  fella,  wake  up  and  come  to  the  party,"  Johnny 
laughed.  "Where  is  our  wandering  boy  tonight?  No, 
no,  don't  tell  me — I  can  guess.  Could  be  that  you're 
over  in  the  vicinity  of  the  Theta  Phi  house?" 

And  Ted  explained,  elaborately,  "What  I  was  en- 
deavoring to  make  clear  to  my  highly  interested  au- 
dience was  that  Lois  and  I  are  going  to  be  married 
next  September.  But  what  about  you,  Bill?  You  and 
Ginny  going  to  take  the  fatal  plunge  soon?" 

"No."  The  word  sounded  in  his  ears  with  a  horrible 
finality.  "No,  we're  not.'' 

"Well,  of  course  you  will  have  to  wait  a  year  any- 
way, since  you've  got  another  year  in  school.  Shame 
Ginny  isn't  a  Junior,  too.  But  I  suppose  as  soon  as 
you  get  the  old  sheepskin  ..." 

"No."  The  word  dropped  into  the  silence  like  some- 
thing breaking.    "Not  then  either." 

"But,  Bill,"  Johnny  was  surprised.  "Don't  you  want 
to  marry  the  girl?" 

"That's  not  the  point,"  Bill  said  carefully.  "I  can't 
marry  the  girl." 

"What's    the    matter,    fella?"    asked    Ted. 
trouble,  or  what?" 

"Look,"  Bill  said,  drawing  small,  precise 
on  his  blotter.  "I'm  going  to  be  a  writer, 
don't  make  much  money.  It'll  be  years  before  I'll 
have  more  than  just  enough  to  live  on,  alone — if  I  have 
that  much.    I  can't  marry  the  girl." 

"Oh!    Oh,  that's  tough!" 

"Yeah,"  Bill  looked  at  him  briefiy.  "Yeah,  that's — 
tough." 
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'"''Circles  never  lead  any  place,  do  they?" 

"But  Bill!"  Johnny  burst  out.  "Couldn't  you  get  a 
job,  with  your  Dad  or  somebody,  and  support  Ginny  on 
that,  and  do  your  writing  at  night  and  on  vacations 
and  stuff?    I  mean  .  .  ." 

"You  know  me  pretty  well,  don't  you,  Johnny?" 

"Why — yeah,  I  guess  I  do." 

"Do  you  think  I  could  ever  make  a  go  of  it  in  any 
kind  of  a  job?  Do  you  think  I  was  ever  cut  out  to  be 
anything  but  a  writer?  Do  you  think  I'm  spending 
four  years  in  college,  majoring  in  English  comp,  to  turn 
my  writing  into  a  sideline,  a — a  hobby?''  He  bit  the 
questions  out  savagely. 

And  Johnny  answered  rather  weakly,  "No — I  guess 
not." 

"Oh,  I've  gone  all  over  and  over  it  in  my  mind.  Talk 
about  vicious  circles!  Get  a  job,  marry  Ginny,  and  be 
unhappy  the  rest  of  my  life  because  I  couldn't  write. 


Stick  to  writing  and  be  unhappy  the  rest  of  my  life  be- 
cause I  couldn't  have  Ginny.  Looks  like  a  swell  future 
for  me!" 

"Does  seem  sort  of — sort  of  hopeless,  doesn't  it," 
Ted  said  sympathetically.  "But  Bill,  Ginny 'd  wait  for 
you.  wouldn't  she — wait  until  you  had  enough  to  get 
married  on?" 

"Do  you  think  I'd  ask  her  to  wait — maybe  five  years, 
maybe  ten,  maybe  twenty — maybe  forever?  Would  you 
ask  Lois  to  wait  for  you  that  long,  Ted?"  answered 
Bill,  bitterly. 

"Well — no.    But  .  .  .  gee — !" 

The  bull  session  didn't  last  long  after  that. 

It  was  Friday  night — Prom  night.  He  noticed  the 
tall  slimness  of  her  in  her  gray  gown  .  .  .  the  quick, 
eager  way  she  walked  .  .  .  his  flowers  poised  lightly 
in  her  brown  hair  .  .  .  He  said  very  little  as  they  went 
into  the  crowded  ballroom. 

They  danced  a  moment  or  two  in  silence;  then  she 
looked  up  at  him — a  clear,  direct  look.  She  knew,  then. 
Her  look  said  she  knew. 

And  aloud:    "Not  many  more  nights  like  this.  Bill." 

Gravely  he  answered,  "Not  many  more." 

As  they  danced  on,  he  felt  her  body  closer  to  him. 
The  beat  of  the  music  was  slow  and  insistent. 

Intermission,  and  their  friends  crowding  around, 
chattering  gaily.  No  one  seemed  to  notice  the  still- 
ness into  which  Ginny  and  Bill  had  retired. 

It  was  a  quiet  evening  for  them.  Even  Prom  night 
can  be  quiet  when  you  know  it's  the  last  Prom  night. 
Their  long  kiss  to  say  goodnight  said  more  .  .  .  tonight. 

Their  feet  sounded  a  slow  crunch-crunch  on  the 
gravel  path.  The  sun  beating  down  made  the  grass 
seem  greener  still.  The  breeze  from  the  lake  ruffled 
their  hair. 

"Bill." 

"Ginny?" 

"Bill,  things  like  this  don't  happen  just  .  .  .  just  to 
be  over  in  a  little  while  ...  do  they?" 

Oh,  Ginny,  it's  hard  enough  now — don't  make  it 
worse!   "Darling,  sometimes  it  must." 

"But  Bill  .  .  ." 

"Yes?" 

"I — nothing." 

The  gray  blocks  of  the  buildings,  green-splotched  with 
ivy,  rose  tall  beside  them  now. 

Looking  up  at  them,  Ginny  said,   "Bill,  I  envy  you." 

"Envy  me?"  He  was  surprised. 

"You'll  be  back  here  next  year.  You'll  be  walking 
these  paths  .  .  .  going  into  these  buildings  .  .  .  talking 
to  these  people  .  .  .  and  to  new  people  .  .  I  love  this 
place,  Bill.    And  I  won't  be  here.    I  envy  you." 

"Envy  me.  When  everywhere  I  turn  I'll  see  some- 
thing to  remind  me  of  you,  of  this  year  we've  had — 
this  year  that's  almost  over!"  His  young  voice  was 
bitter. 

"Bill,  why  can't  we  .  .  .  why  can't  we  just  be  glad 
we've  had  this  one  year,  and  .  .  .  and  not  wish  for  any 
more,  not  ask  for  any  more?" 

Old,  old  question,  asked  sc 
nights!  "I've  tried  that,  Ginny 
told  myself,  'Bill,  you're  lucky 
serve.    Plenty  of  people  never  have  the  brightness  this 
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The  man  who  comes  to  our  house 


EVERY  SINGLE  DAY 


The  scene  is  the  Phi  Delt  house. 
The  time  is  Hell  week  in  the  old 
days.  Freshmen  and  actives  are 
grouped  on  the  floor.  The  door  opens 
and  Bill  Miskelly  walks  in.  "Kiss 
the  mail  man!"  shouts  an  active  and 
Bill  is  swamped  by  twenty  pledges. 
So  runs  another  of  Bill's  stories. 

Of  course  you  know  who  Bill  is, 
even  if  you  don't  recognize  the 
name.  He's  the  little  Irish  mailman 
who  comes  around  twice  a  day  and 
delivers  letters  to  everyone  in  the 
fraternity  or  sorority  except  those 
who  are  waiting  for  him.  He's  the 
man  who  knows  that  your  affair  is 
on  the  rocks  before  you  do  yourself. 
"First  it's  one  a  day,  then  one  a 
week,  and  then  you  may  as  well 
start  looking  around,"  he  told  us 
once. 

Bill  is  pretty  chummy  with  the 
fraternity  boys.  He  likes  to  hang 
around  and  tell  yarns  of  the  good 
old  days  to  anyone  who  will  bother 
to  listen.  And  plenty  take  the  bother. 
Bill's  yarns  are  always  good. 

The  sororities,  though,  are  a  dif- 
ferent case.  He  can't  stop  around 
when  he's  in  the  south  quads.  The 
girls  are  too  anxious  for  their  love 
letters.  The  other  day  he  had  to  stop 
in  one  of  the  houses  for  a  couple  of 
minutes  for  some  extra  postage.  He 
had  just  reached  the  door  when  half 
of  another  house  was  over  yelling 
for  him.  "What  kept  you  so  long? 
Where's  my  letter?"  Women,  it 
seems,  are  plenty  hard  to  deal  with. 

Bill  has  been  the  mail  man  longer 
than  most  of  our  alums  can  remem- 
ber. The  oldest  story  he  told  me 
about  his  personal  experiences  dated 
back  to  '28.    However,  he  also  made 
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some  references  to  the  war  which 
would  lead  one  to  believe  that  he  was 
working  here  even  then.  The  time 
doesn't  matter.  Bill  is  a  campus 
tradition.  His  route  is  all  on  the 
campus:  mail  for  the  fraternities 
and  sororities  and  parcel  post  for  the 
fraternities.  It's  the  heaviest  route 
in  Evanston,  whether  you  believe  it 
from  personal  experience  or  not. 

What  about  the  yarns?  Well,  we'll 
start  off  with  a  mild  one,  one  that 
happened  in  the  pre-Shorty  era. 

It  seems  that  when  college  was 
more  collegiate,  boys  had  a  habit  of 
stealing  the  mail  truck  anytime  that 
they  needed  a  quick  ride  to  a  class. 
It  was  with  little  surprise,  therefore, 
that  the  mailman  came  out  of  Lunt 
to  find  his  truck  missing.  Sitting 
calmly  on  the  steps,  he  proceeded  to 
smoke  a  cigarette.  As  he  was  rest- 
ing, Dean  Kent  of  the  university 
came  up. 

"What  are  you  doing?"  he  asked. 
"Waiting  for  my  truck,"  answered 
the  mailman  matter-of-factly. 
"Where  is  it?" 


"Oh,  some  student  has  it.  He'll 
bring  it  back  in  a  minute." 

Just  then,  the  truck  came  roaring 
up  the  path,  horn  blowing,  brakes 
squealing,  and  screamed  to  a  stop 
before  the  president's  startled  eyes. 
The  driver  jumped  out,  ran  around 
the  other  door  and  opened  it  with  a 
grandiloquent  bow.  Out  poured  a 
stream  of  beauty,  nine  or  ten  soror- 
ity girls  in  all,  whom  the  boy  had 
picked  up  during  his  ride. 

"Come  here!"  growled  the  Dean 
to  the  boy  with  a  beckoning  crook  of 
his  finger.  That's  as  far  as  the  story 
goes. 

Stealing  the  car  was  really  a  com- 
mon occurrence.  There  was  one  boy 
who  took  it  quite  regularly  from 
U.  H.  to  go  to  his  Engineering  class. 
"D.  D.'s  late  for  class  again,"  Bill 
would  philosophize,  and  trudge  off 
in  search  of  his  steed.  "Lost  some- 
thing. Bill?"  someone  would  shout 
to  him  as  he  walked  rlong  campus. 
"Saw  your  car  down  by  Engineer- 
ing," another  would  fay.  Of  course, 
it's  a  federal  offense,  but  boys  will. 

Then  there's  the  moose  head.  The 
DU's  have  a  moose  head  in  their 
dining  room  for  decorative  and  di- 
abolical purposes.  One  year,  in 
the  midst  of  rush  week,  it  was  stolen. 
Or  borrowed.  At  least,  the  Phi  Kap- 
pa Sigmas  had  it.  With  tears  in  his 
eyes,  the  presiden'  of  the  DU  house 
came  to  Bill  and  asked  him  to  find 
the  thing.  But  it  was  none  of  Bill's 
business.  FinaJly  the  Phi  Kaps 
weakened  and  asked  Bill  to  return 
it.  "Okay,"  said  Bill,  "But  I'm  not 
to  know  where  it  came  from.  I  will 
leave  my  car  in  Ihe  lot  tomorrow  at 
Continued  on  page  34 
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finds  her  "work  Is  never  done" 
but  loves  it . . . 
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Mrs.  K  has  hundreds  of  sons,  dozens 
of  grandchildren.  Every  Mother's 
day  and  Christmas  she  gets  cards 
and  gifts  from  sons  scattered  all  over 
the  United  States.  Every  year  she 
gets  more  sons — the  Phi  Delt  pledges. 
To  date,  she  has  three  hundred  and 
fifty. 

"I've  always  wanted  a  white  vel- 
vet dress,"   she  said. 

"Didn't  you  know?  That's  what 
we're  getting  you  for  Christmas." 
This  from  Louis  Wyne.  "We're  hav- 
ing it  fitted  on  Bob  French." 

Mrs.  K  didn't  mind  having  her 
Christmas  dress  fitted  on  the  hefty 
Bob  French,  didn't  mind  being 
short-sheeted  on  April  Fool's  day, 
doesn't  mind  her  nicknames,  "Aunt 
Bessie,"  "Bessie  K,"  and  "Queenie," 
bestowed  on  her  by  her  Phi  Delts. 
She  can  take  lots  of  kidding  —  she 
has  to.  Called  to  see  the  chopping 
block  on  which  a  stray  dog  met  his 
death,  she  recognized  it  as  a  log  and 
catsup.  She  has  cared  for  lots  of 
fraternity  pets,  but  objected  to  the 
cat  curled  up  on  the  dining  room 
table  at  her  place  for  afternoon  naps. 

Her  sons  also  pay  her  compli- 
ments; they  call  her  their  "glamour 
girl"  when  she  steps  out  in  her  fav- 
orite red  evening  gown.  The  highest 
compliment  she  has  been  paid  was 
when  one  of  her  sons  dropped  in  on 
her  after  sixteen  years  absence  and 


told  her  that  time  must  have  passed 
her  by  and  that  Elizabeth  Arden 
should  get  her  recipe. 

When  Mrs.  K  first  went  into  a  Phi 
Delta  Theta  house  at  the  University 
cf  Iowa  fourteen  years  ago,  she  was 
Mrs.  E.  C.  Kinsloe,  and  the  pledge 
who  welcomed  her,  announced  her 
arrival  with:  "Hey  fellows,  the  land- 
lady's here!"  Since  then  her  sons 
have  shortened  her  name  to  Mrs.  K, 
and  called  her  their  "other  mother." 

The  first  time  she  entertained 
friends  at  a  fraternity  house  she 
asked  them  to  admire  the  view  from 
her  sitting  room  window.  When  they 
looked  out,  they  saw  only  a  case  of 
beer. 

Her  sons  tease  her  about  going  out 
to  Ma  Schramm's  for  a  "short  beer," 
and  offer  her  cigarettes.  Once  she 
took  one,  had  it  knocked  out  of  her 
hand.  They  don't  reaUy  want  her  to 
form  bad  habits. 

She's  always  ready  with  cheers 
when  the  boys  win  scholarship  cups 
or  ball  games  (she  gets  more  of  a 
workout  on  the  first).  She  bets  with 
tlie  boys  on  football  games.  Lost 
once,  and  found  herself  in  a  drug- 
store with  a  bill  for  six  malted  milks, 
looked  in  her  purse  and  it  was  empty. 
Just  like  a  woman!  The  boys  treated 
her.  Asked  for  anecdotes  on  campus 
figures,  she  was  loyal  to  her  adopted 


family,  refused  to  embarrass  them 
in  print. 

She  keeps  busy  feeding  her  sons — 
steak  and  french  fries  once  a  week, 
pie  a  la  mode  for  dessert  when  she 
wants  them  to  love  her.  During 
exams  she  sees  that  they  have  plenty 
of  midnight  snacks.  And  she  has 
learned  the  economic  lesson,  in  at- 
tempting to  keep  candy  and  nuts  in 
her  room,  that  the  demand  exceeds 
the  supply.  She  sews  on  buttons, 
n\ends  suits,  but  refuses  to  darn 
socks.  Recently,  when  questioned  by 
the  census  taker  on  the  number  of 
her  daily  working  hours,  she  hastily 
replied,  "twenty -four." 

She  is  a  confirmed  card  shark  and 
plays  with  her  sons  until  three  o'clock 
some  mornings.  In  her  little  sitting 
room  off  the  reception  hall  she  hears 
life  problems,  love  problems,  re- 
ceives news  of  pin  hangings.  She  has 
helped  select  gifts  for  the  best  girl, 
wedding  rings,  acted  as  witness,  at- 
tended christenings.  These  things  she 
has  done  despite  the  fact  that  four- 
teen years  ago  the  Phi  Delts  declared 
her  only  duty  was  to  "keep  sweet 
and  look  pretty." 

A  short,  white-haired,  fair-skinned, 
motherly  woman,  she  was  the  first 
fraternity  housemother  on  the  North- 
western campus  four  years  ago,  was 
one  of  the  first  at  the  University  of 
Continued  on  page  27 
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WE'RE  SENIORS,  and  I  suppose 
it  really  shouldn't  make  any  differ- 
ence to  us  now.  We're  going  to  have 
other  things  to  worry  about  than 
the  practically  omnipresent  puddles 
Luntward  on  Sheridan  or  the  way 
traffic  at  University  Place  some- 
times makes  you  late  to  classes. 
But  then,  things  like  seeing  the  last 
blooming  of  the  crocuses  (croci  to 
the  B.  A.'s)  in  front  of  Uni  or  notic- 
ing how  yellow  the  Wildcat  sticker 
on  the  windshield  has  become  in- 
spires one  with  a  premonition  of 
nostalgia  .  .  .  it's  sort  of  a  good  old 
school  at  that. 

As  I  said  before  we're  going  to 
have  other  things  to  think  about 
.  .  .  other  things,  like  Daily  Bread 
and  whatnot.  But  before  we  pass 
the  flaming  torch  of  knowledge,  or 
however  the  poem  goes,  on  to  next 
year's  Seniors,  we  would  like  to  sug- 
gest a  few  little  ideas  that  we've 
been  thinking  about  for  four  years 
now.  We  swore  we'd  never  do  this 
again  .  .  .  this  class  will  stuff.  In 
Junior  High  it  was  natural,  in  High 
School  permissible;  but  we're  adults 


now  with  adult  viewpoints.  We  have 
not  had  any  false  ideas  about  Life 
and  Love  since  we  had  Bergan 
Evans  in  English  B.  But  the  tempta- 
tion is  irresistible  ...  SO  AS  SEN- 
IORS WE   WILL: 

1.  A  stile  going  up  and  down  over 
the  chain  at  the  Alley  by  Engineer- 
ing. Besides  the  purely  practical 
considerations,  we  remember  that 
in  ages  past,  people  used  to  meet 
people  and  fall  in  love  beside  a 
rustic  stile.  It  may  work  into  some- 
thing. 

2.  A  soundproof  room  in  Deering 
for  those  who  get  that  I'd-like-to 
shriek-and-jump-up-and-down-on  -  the- 
table  feeling.  It  could  be  called  the 
Tension-Relieving  Room  and  add  an 
impressively  scientific  touch  to  the 
jargon  of  the  Library  Tour  Guides. 

3.  Sub  stations  of  the  Rock  located 
at  strategic  points  to  relieve  traffic 
entanglements  around  the  campus. 
A  kind  of  "Chip  off  the  old  Rock" 
plan. 

4.  A  meter  in  every  lecture  hall 
to  gauge  hot  air.  When  the  heat 
reaches  the  danger  point,  the  meter 
could  be  fitted  with  an  appliance 
which  would  sound  a  warning 
whistle,  automatically  dismissing 
class. 

5.  A  Sorting  Machine  which  will 
take  the  place  of  complicated  Fra- 
ternity and  Sorority  Rushing  sys- 
tems and  accomplish  exactly  the 
same    results. 

6.  Some  worthy  projects,  hand 
picked    and    wrapped    in    cellophane 


V&4i 


with  which   campus   Honoraries   can 
more  readily  justify  their  existence. 

7.  Some  sort  of  contrivance  to  tip 
the  chairs  in  Engineering  Lecture 
Kail  parallel  to  the  hand  rests,  since 
it  seems  to  be  impossible  to  do  any- 


thing with  the  handrests  themselves. 

8.  A  trolley  line  and  picnic  lunches 
for  athletic  South  Quaders  who  will 
make  their  bi-weekly  trips  way  up 
tc    the   new   gym   next   year. 

9.  Some  sort  of  slot  machine 
arrangement  for  registration  where- 
by, on  the  insertion  of  a  few  small 
coins,  a  legal  and  fully  signed  pro- 
gram will  emerge.  Special  machines 
with  lighter  programs  and  heavier 
fees  will  be  added  for  those  intellec- 
tuals who  waste  so  much  of  their 
valuable  time  looking  for  snap 
courses. 

10.  A  clover-leaf  traffic  system  to 
help  clear  up  the  confusion  in  the 
sidewalk  arrangement  around  and 
about   speech   school. 


CouJRrO 


11.  An  arsenal  to  put  the  blitzkrieg 
on  snoopy  night  watchmen. 

12.  Love  seats  galore  on  various 
and  sundry  campus  piers. 

13.  Sure,  we  know,  we  know. 

14.  Defensive  pill  boxes  and  heavy 
artillery  for  the  Sig  Nu's,  the 
S.A.E.'s,  the  Lambda  Chi's,  and  the 
Phi  Delt's.  They  might  as  well  go 
about  it  in  the  right  way. 

15.  Our  determined  will  to  stay  out 
of  this  war. 

16.  A  new  gadfly  to  replace  one  Phil 
Shapiro  for  next  year's  Daily. 

17.  Grand  stand  seats,  binoculars 
and  megaphones  for  north  and  south 
campusites  to  supervise  future  con- 
struction on  this  campus. 

18.  When  is  this  weather  going  to 
clear  up? 

19.  That's  a  wonderful  idea,  alright. 
But  do  you  think  we  can  get  it  past 
the  administration. 

20.  Compensations  and  indemnities 
for  the  Parrot  editors.  The  universi- 
ty can  charge  it  off  to  depreciation. 
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POLITICOSIS 

.  .  .  Vwomevi  at  the  kelwi 


Before  the  rains  came  on  May  7,  1940,  a 
number  of  campus  women  received  May- 
Day  honors.  Climaxing  the  awards  was 
the  announcement  of  the  fifteen  junior 
women  named  for  election  into  Mortar 
Board,  National  Senior  Wonnen's  Honor- 
ary. Their  election  was  based  upon  the 
three  cardinal  virtues — service,  scholar- 
ship, and  leadership.  The  scholastic 
minimum  required  for  Mortar  Board  can- 
didates is  4  tenths  above  the  average  of 
women  in  the  University.  POLITICOSIS 
once  more  names  over  these  newly  elect- 
ed members  of  Mortar  Board,  forecast- 
ing them  as  leaders  in  the  affairs  of  next 
year's  senior  class. 

Next  Year's  Leaders 

Heading  the  list  is  Mary  Barrett,  May 
Queen  attendant  and  member  of  Gamma 
Phi  Beta.  Mary  is  a  great  little  promoter 
for  all  campus  activities  and  has  been  a 
spark  in  publications.  We  predict  that 
next  year  the  spark  will  become  a  steady 
flame. 

Caroline  Burd,  Alpha  Chi  Omega,  has 
found  time  to  spare  from  her  intensive 
work  in  music  school  to  take  an  active 
part  in  the  Consumers'  Co-operative 
movement  on  campus.  Two  years  ago, 
this  Alpha  Chi  song  writer  was  awarded 
the  Mortar  Board  cup  for  the  woman 
with  highest  scholarship  in  the  freshman 
class. 

Another  member  of  the  May  Queen's 
court  was  Jean  Chubb,  Pi  Beta  Phi.  Jean 
has  fought  a  good  fight  for  women  in 
journalism  as  Women's  Editor  of  the 
Daily  this  year.  Testimony  to  Jean's 
ability  to  charm  men  outside  the  news- 
paper circle  was  her  election  as  Sweet- 
heart of  the  1940  Interfraternity  Ball.  She 
now  heads  the  inter-sorority  group,  Shi- 
Ai. 

Jane  Cline,  president  of  Alpha  Chi 
Omeea,  is  another  keen  minded  newspaper 
woman.  Jane  has  been  night  editor  of  the 
Daily  this  year,  and  climaxed  her  inva- 
sion of  "a  man's  world"  with  the  news- 
editorship  of  the  Daily. 

Newly  elected  president  of  the  Y.W. 
C.A.,  Jean  DeWitt,  has  demonstrated  that 
she  can  be  thoroughly  active  in  several 
major  activities  and  at  the  same  time 
maintain  a  superlatively  high  grade 
average.  Jean's  warm  friendliness  should 
be  a  big  factor  in  helping  her  manage 
one  of  the  potentially  strongest  activities 
on  campus. 

Edith  Feinberg  has  poured  her  energies 
into  the  activities  of  the  American  Stu- 
dent Union  and  the  Hillel  Foundation.  We 
expect  to  find  her  a  recognized  leader  in 


the  liberal  activities  of  the  campus  next 
year. 

Co-chairman  of  this  year's  Junior 
Prom,  Peggy  Lou  Grest,  Delta  Gamma, 
is  a  leader  in  Panhellenic.  We  predict 
activity  for  Peggy  in  the  work  of  Senior 
Class  commission  of  1941. 

Charlotte  Gross  has  made  a  place  for 
herself  where  most  mere  women  fear  to 
tread,  the  sacred  masculine  precincts  of 
Commerce  School.  She  is  distinguished 
for  holding  the  highest  grades  of  any 
woman  in  the  school.  Charlotte  is  a 
member  of  Alpha  Omicron  Pi. 

Keeper  of  the  purse  in  double  trust  is 
Dorothy  Hahne,  Delta  Delta  Delta,  at  the 
same  time  treasurer  for  the  Y.W.C.A. 
and  W.S.G.A.  Is  it  an  inherited  tendency, 
Dorothy,  this  interest  in  economics? 

President  of  the  campus  interracial 
committee,  Charlotte  Heitlinger,  has 
lived  up  to  her  liberal  prinicples  in  all 
circumstances.  She  is,  what  we  might 
term  a  Leftist  on  both  sides. 

President  of  Panhellenic  for  the  com- 
ing year,  Jane  Mitchell,  Pi  Beta  Phi,  has 
proved  her  ability  at  keeping  the  sorority 
girls  from  tearing  one  another's  throats. 
Activities  of  Panhellenic  are  growing  in 
importance  with  new  efforts  of  sororities 
to  unite  in  defending  their  mutual  pur- 
poses. 

Louise  Nadeau,  president  of  Chi  Omega, 


has  hit  a  high  note  in  the  field  of  music. 
She  has  been  a  steady  worker  in  women's 
activities,  earning  for  herself  coveted 
election  to  the  May  Queen's  court. 

May  Queen  attendant,  Sara  June  Sterne, 
Alpha  Epsilon  Phi,  acted  as  Sports  Editor 
for  the  Women's  Daily  appearing  on  May 
7.  Also  active  in  women's  activities,  she 
was  manager-in-chief  of  this  year's  Shi. 
Ai  Bat. 

W.S.G.A.  Prexy 

Mary  Wilder,  new  president  of  W.S. 
G.A.,  is  a  leader  among  the  campus  in- 
dependents. Beginning  with  the  new 
unity  and  spirit  in  Rogers  House,  Mary's 
livening  influence  should  spread  through 
all  of  the  women's  open  houses. 

In  her  glory  of  white  gown  and  white 
flowers,  smiling  Martha  Whitehouse  found 
her  May  Queen's  crown  replaced  tem- 
porarily by  the  Black  Mortar  Board. 
Transferring  from  Mills  College  in  her 
sophomore  year  Martha,  member  of 
Kappa  Kappa  Gamma,  quickly  estab- 
lished herself  as  a  leader  among  the 
campus  women.  She  is  president  of 
W.A.A.  for  the  coming  year. 

The  retiring  "Boards"  have  set  a 
precedent  for  wide  participation  in 
campus  activities.  From  Peace  Week 
promotion  and  Hillel  activities  to  publi- 
cations and  class  commissions,  the  cam- 
pus has  felt  the  influence  of  Georgia 
Anheiser,  Jean  Arms,  Stephanie  Day, 
Jane  Edelen,  Sara  Grimpas,  Virginia 
Kennelly,  Adele  Kuflewski,  Pat  Lewis, 
Ann  Hardy,  Joan  Miller,  Pat  Steffen, 
Marguerite  Tapley,  Ruth  Urice,  and  Peg 
Wagner.  These  girls  have  tried  to  choose 
an  equally  representative  group. 

Here  they  are  then,  the  women  destined 
to  lead  the  Senior  Class  of  '41,  newly 
elected  members  of  Mortar  Board. 


P\ioto   by  Bixby 
Queen  for  a  May  Day — with  her  court.   Left  to  right:  Marian  Young,  Louise  ISadeau, 
Sara  June  Sterne,  Peg  Wagner,  1939  queen,  Martha  Whitehouse,  1940  queen,  Mary 
Barrett,  Jean  Chubb,  and  Charlotte  Gross. 
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DEAR   JINX: 


Jack  gets  an  "A"  In  this 
correspondence  course 

by    Portia    Mc  Cla  in 


April   29.     New   Orleans 
Dear  Jinx, 

Hey!  Hey!  New  Orleans  and  a  plant- 
ers punch!  It's  beautiful,  it's  friendly, 
and  it's  WARM. 

Here's  mud  in  your  eye  for  not  coming 
with  me — Evanston  mud  and  ten  feet  of 
it.     Long   may   it   slush! 

Love, 

Jack 

P.  S.  Went  swimming  in  blue  water 
and  sunshine.  But  then  Lake  Michigan 
will  be  warming  up  to  a  ripe  old  tem- 
perature of  5  degrees  almost  any  year 
now,  won't  it?  Ditto 

May   2.     University   PI. 
Dear  Jack, 

I've  been  swimming .  too  —  in  every 
puddle  between  here  and  Deering.  The 
annual  Snow  Festival  was  held  on  May 
Day.  Everyone  who  hasn't  got  double 
pneumonia  is  dying  poin  lack  of  inta- 
men  z  —  or  whatever  comes  in  sunshine 
and  cod  liver  oil. 

Consumptively  yours, 

Jinx 

May  8.    New  Orleans 
Dear  Jinx, 

HAVINGWONDERFVLTIMEWISHYOU 
WEREHERE. 

Took  a  walk  down  Canal  Street  to- 
night. Plenty  of  room  for  both  of  us. 
(It's  one  of  the  widest  in  the  world,  you 
know.  Or  have  you  gotten  down  below 
140  lbs.?)  Came  to  Garden  District,  snif- 
fing bushfulls  of  magnolias  and  gardenias. 

Wishyouwerehere,  again.  My  reason 
for  ringing  your  doorbell  every  night 
still  stands.  Jinx.  In  fact,  it  starts  yell- 
ing and  waving  flags  when  the  moon 
comes  up  over  the  harbor,  over  "the 
ships  that  sail  the  seven  seas."  I  could 
almost  see  old  Jean  La  Fitte  come  rid- 
ing up  the  bounding  deep  with  the  Jolly 
Roger  flying  from  the  mast. 

Warm  nights — gardenias — and  you  do 
get  the  idea,  don't  you? 

Jack 

May  2.    University  Puddle  ,, 

Jack, 

Stop  talking  about  New  Orleans.  I'm 
flunking  math.  The  sun  came  o^it  last 
week  and  the  celebration  isn't  over  yet. 


Stop  talking  about  New  Orleans.  Emin- 
ent scientists  are  having  dementia  prae- 
cox  over  the  nerve  of  the  sun  showing 
its  face  in  Evanston.  Now  they'll  have  to 
revise  all  the  natural  laws  they've  made 
Stop  talking  about  New  Orleans. 
Stop. 

Jinx 
P.S.  And  I  DON'T  weigh  140  lbs.! 

May  20.  New  Orleans 
Dear, 

Shall  we  go  to  La  Louiseanne  for 
shrimps  tonight  or  some  hep-hepping  at 
La  Lune?  Or  maybe  you'd  like  to  see 
some  charming  old  places  a  la  balconies 
and  iron  grill  work.  I'm  not  crazy,  yet, 
but  I'm  even  getting  kinda  sentimental 
about  American  history  with  all  these 
ancient  piles  around. 

D —  it  all!  Why  can't  you  stop  taking 
this  correspondence  course  and  be  the 
wife  of  the  party?  Always, 

The  Other  Half 

June    1.     University    Place 
Jack, 

I'm  sorry,  but  I'd  better  tell  you  now. 
Spring  finally  came  to  N.  U.,  and — Jack, 
please  don't  mind  too  much;  there  are 
lots  of  girls — I've  got  a  fraternity  pin 
that  kind  of  means  business.  I  hope 
you'll  understand.  Jinx 


July   1. 
Jinx 
Oh. 


New  Orleans 


September  15.  To  Jack  S.,  New  Orleans. 
Fall  issue  of  the  PURPLE  PARROT. 
Free  copy  to  alumni.  Not  to  be  sold. 
PARROTINGS— 

".  .  .  .  another  summer  that-a-way 
gone  with  the  dandelions.  No  longer  do 
we  see  J.  M.  (better  known  as  Jinx) 
sporting  D.  T.'s  little  Beta  gadget.  .  .  ." 

October  1.  To  Miss  Jinx  M..  Publicity 
Bulletin,  Chamber  of  Commerce,  New 
Orleans,   La. 

"There  are  never  'strangers'  in  New 
Orleans.  Within  the  broad  yellow  cres- 
cent of  Old  Man  River,  New  Orleans  has 
gayly  welcomed  visitors  for  two  hundred 
years.  Sailors  and  scholars,  princes  and 
paupers  laugh  and  love  and  go  their  way. 
It  is  the  setting  for  romance — old  court- 


yard and  twisted  gray  Spanish  moss.  It 
is  'The  City  that  Care  Forgot.'  You, 
too  would  love.  .  .   ." 

October  10 

Western  Union.  To  Miss  J.  M.,  Univer- 
sity PI. 

NEWORLEANSNEWORLEANSNEWORL 
EANSISTILLLOVEYOUDARLINGNEWO 
LEANSNEWORLEANSDAMN.JACK 

October  11 
Dear  Jack, 

I  don't  know  what  I've  been,  but  I've 
been    pretty    much    of    a    one,    anyway. 

Northwestern' s  back-to-normal  freeze 
is  here  again — and  I  guess  I'm  sane 
again,  too,  because  I  keep  remembering 
things  that  were  said  a  long  time  ago 
down  beside  the  gray  cannon  by  the  lake. 
It's  funny,  isn't  it,  how  one  remembers^ 

Jinx 
October  20.   New  Orleans 

Remembering  isn't  so  funny  when 
you've  been  doing  it  for  almost  a  year — 
and  carrying  on  a  strenuous  bit  of  long- 
distance hypnosis  to  try  to  make  some- 
one else  remember,  too. 

October   26.    University   Place. 
Mental  telepathy  is  a  wonderful  thing. 

November  1.  N.O.— er— Y.E.S. 

Carnival  Season  isn't  far  off.  All  the 
gay,  giddy  ghosts  of  has-beens  will  come 
out.  There  will  be  red-faced  Indians, 
exiled  nobles,  rakish  young  Creoles,  pi- 
rates— and  one  lonely  cavalero  with  a 
drooping  feather  in  his  cap.  Strangely, 
enough,  only  one  person  in  the  world 
could  straighten  it  up  to  its  old  jaunty 
conceit. 

November  9.   Evanston. 

"Hello.  Miss  Jinx  Morley?  This  is  the 
Chicago  Travel  Agency.  I  received  your 
inquiry  about  a  trip  to  New  Orleans. 
Trains  leave  every — " 

"B^U  I  didn't  ask  about  any  ...  I 
mean  I'm  not  interested  in  taking  trains 
anywhere .  We've  er-decided  to  go  by 
car  ...  I  meaii,  I'm  not  go —  .  .  .  oh,  by 
the  way,  how  much  is  the  fare  to  New 
Orleans?  .  .  .  Really?  ...  I  had  no  idea 
,  ,  ,  Mnimmmmmmm." 

Continued  on  page  25 
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Martha  Whitehouse,  Northwestern's  beauti 
ful  May  Queen. 


Lloyd  Norlin  again  makes  the  "NU's."  He  directed  the 
Beta's  to  victory  at  the  inter-fraternity  sing. 


The  Theta's  and  Phi  Kappa  Sigma's  at  the  recent  sing 
contest. 


'Hold  it  please."  Carl  Blanche  receives  Tri 


Nr'S-byJimBixby 


N.  U.  coeds  take  time  out  to  eat  on  Geology  trip.  Left  to  riglit: 
Muriel  Johnson,  Virginia  Wahl,  Marge  Mattingly,  Mary  Moser  and 
Jean  Fox. 


Elaine  Rothermel  examines  a 
Trilobite  fossil  at  McCook  quarry 
on  the  Geology  field  trip. 


V  dandy  way  to  keep  warm!  Demon- 
trated  by  Margie  Shera  and  Frank 
Veatherwax. 


Frank  Peddie  and  Louise  Yates 
really  start  young  along  the 
road  of  matrimony. 


The  opening  scene  from  the  re- 
cent WAA-MU  production. 


Throughout  the  year,  which  is  swiftly  drawing  to  a  close,  it  has  been  the 
earnest  desire  of  the  photographic  staff  to  picture  all  of  the  campus  activities  to 
the  best  of  its  ability  for  the  PARROT'S  readers.  Your  suggestions  and  con- 
structive criticisms  have  been  gratefully  received  and  have  proved  very  helpful 
in  improving  the  photography  section  of  the  magazine.  We  sincerely  hope  that 
our  efforts  have  pleased  you  and  we  hope  to  continue  next  year  in  making  the  sec- 
tion better  than  ever. 

To  the  1940  graduating  class,  may  we  extend  the  best  wishes  for  you  in 
the  future. 

Jim  Bixby, 

Photo-Editor. 


Deering  meadow:   Let  s  have  less  torch  and  more  shrubs. 


Wiechert:  "A  great 
fellow— socialist  Thomas." 


Weinshienk:  "Give  me 
the  rule  book!" 


N.  U.  Mockery 


Streets  of  Evanston: 'How  long  does  this  torture  parade  last; 


McKee:  "You're  out  of  order/ 


Iverson:  A  big  kiss  for  daddy  Brooks.' 


FASHION 


ana  aims  for  tne  ultimate  in  sucn  action-tree  plaj  to|8  as  tnese.  Cni  Ome|a  s  Jane 
Qilmore  comnines  water-ana-sand  utility  in  a  jersey-lined  swim-suit  tnat  noasts  a 
snort  little  skirt  lor  cover-up  propriety.  Sue  Petty  plays  tne  versatile  role  in  tnis 
pinaiore-over-playsuit  comoination,  makinj  ner  snorts-auit  serve  duo-purpose  as 
cover-up  dress  as  well. 

Owinisuit,  $4.    i  inalore-playsuit,  $10.95 

Casual  Clothes  Playcenter,  Fourth  Floor 
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College  life  is  supposed,  primarily, 
to  extend  your  sciiolastic  knowledge, 
and  lor  the  purpose  of  determining 
how  seriously  most  people  take  this 
principle,  the  university  generally 
presents  a  series  of  questionnaires 
known  to  the  student  body  as  examin- 
ations. The  second  most  important 
phase  of  college  life  is  certainly  the 
social  side,  but  here  the  university 
neglects  to  inquire  into  the  average 
student's  knowledge,  so  it  remains 
for  the  Prowler  to  test  your  social 
sense. 

A. 

1.  Q.  What  Alpha   Chi   Omega   is   react- 

ing in  a  very  spring-like  manner  to 
what  member  of  Beta  Theta  Pi? 
A.  Ruth  Kinney  and  Bill  Johns  fill  the 
bill  just  perfectly. 

2.  Q.  Now    that    Jane    Selseth    (A*)     is 

wearing  Bay  Stockman's  (*K2) 
pin,  who  is  turning  to  the  books 
with  vigor? 
A.  Well,  I  don't  know  about  the  books, 
but  Vance  Wilkinson  (<I>K<I')  isn't 
seeing  her  any  more. 

3.  Q.  Where   did   Josephine   Scherer    get 

that     fraternity     pin     she     wears 
around? 
A.  She  returned  from  a  quick  trip  to 
Princeton  with  that  little  keepsake. 

4.  Q.  What  did  Sue  Spinney    (KKD   find 

when    she    was    down    in    Florida, 
besides  a  sun-tan? 
A.  Ralph  Michaels   (ZX). 

5.  Q.Peggy   King    (]'*B)    really   goes   in 

for  those  ATA's.    Do  you  think  she's 
still  dating  Bob  Postel? 
A.  Nope,  not  since  she  has  taken  Ted 
Riley's  pin. 

6.  Q.  Does  Ed  Baker  (SX)  ever  see  any- 

body   else    except    Barbara    Davis 
'AXO)    and  vice  versa? 
A.  No. 

7.  Q.  Do  you  know  what  finally  happened 

to   June   Redpath    (AOn)    and   Phil 
Reisweber   (AT)? 
A.  She  took  his  pin. 

8.  Q.  And   who   do   you   suppose   Judson 

RoUart  (<I>K*)  is  being  seen  around 
with  these  days? 
A.  None     other     than     Janet     Colvin 
(KKr).     She  knows  quite  a  few  of 
his  fraternity  brothers,   too. 

9.  Q.  Is  Bob  MacWayne  ( t'K^')  still  sing- 

ing the  same  tune? 
A.  Yes,  "Sweet  Sue"  is  still  tops. 
10.   Q.  Has    the    "real    thing"    manifested 
itself    in    that    Bud    Henkel    (Ren) 


and  Ginny   Quade    (r-J-B)    combina- 
tion yet? 
A.  She  wears  it  right  under  her  own. 

B. 

1.  T.  F.  Jane  Fredericksen  (AXQ)  has  an 

engagement  ring  from  a  lawyer 
that  really  surprised  her  soror- 
ity sisters  which  really  is  a  sur- 
prise. 

2.  T.  F.  Gloria    Van    Wormer    (riB*)    is 

seeing  an  awful  lot  of  Bud  Bas- 
se (Bdll)  and  they  both  seem 
to  like  it  a  lot. 

3.  T.  F.  Gordon  Van   Riper    (AT)    is  still 

going  around  with  Minnette 
Spears  (AXfi).  Who  got  wise 
first? 

4.  T.  F.  We     understand     that     Dorothy 

Anderson  (r<{>B)  is  not  objecting 
to  the  company  of  one  of  the 
SAE  Horsemen,  namely.  Bob 
Jones. 

5.  T.  F.  Joyce   Van   Cura    (AOn)    is  dat- 

ing Ned  Foley  (Goodrich)  al- 
most steady,  but  with  a  nice 
word   now   and   then,    and   may- 


be a  date  even,  for  Don  Klause 
(<I>Ae). 

6.  T.  F.  Latest    information    (subject   to 

change)  concerning  Lois  Lowe 
(Al')  is  that  Frank  Novak  (*K2) 
really  counts.  But  there  is  a 
Delt  that  figures  pretty  strongly. 

7.  T.  F.  It  is  true  what  you  hear  about 

Lou  Shaw  (2X)  and  Gwen  Os- 
good (AXfi)?  Meaning  that  they 
have  been  dating  a  lot! 

8.  T.  F.  The    pin    that    Adelaide    Gallet 

lAdjn  took  for  the  night  from 
Bob  Keller  (AX)  was  no  joke, 
q.  T.  F.  Marg  Holton  (r*B)  and  Al  Haag 
(AT)  seem  to  have  decided  to 
enjoy  the  spring  weather  to- 
gether. 

10.  T.  F.  L.  B.  Meyers  (r*B)  seems  to  be 

all  right  in  the  IIB*  league;  for 
instance,  B.  B.  Clarksen. 

11.  T.  F.  Did    the    guilty    red    smear    on 

Bob  Cowan's  (<I>K2)  cheek  come 
off  with  a  bit  of  rubbing  when 
he  was  told  of  it  just  before  his 
10:30  class  the  other  morning? 
And  was  his  face  then  naturally 
red? 

12.  T.  F.  Setting:    a    lovely    spring    night 

going  home  from  a  spring  for- 
mal. Question:  Is  it  true  that 
one  Daily  editorial  board  chair- 
man regaled  his  companion  in 
the  back  seat  for  forty  minutes 
on  contemporary  economic 
problems?  Hint:  initials  of  per- 
sons involved,  Stan  Frankel  and 
Irene  Baskin,   respectively. 
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Non  cents 


Freshmen  to  know  all 


Campus  leaders  today  voted  the^ 
Freshman  an  orientation  course. 
The  only  two  dissenting  votes 
cast  were  by  two  members  of  the 
conference  who  are  in  immediate 
danger  of  having  to  take  their 
freshman  year  over  again. 

The  course  as  outlined  by  the 
conference  includes  lectures  by 
the  leading  professors  on  cam- 
pus and  is  designed  to  give  the 
new  student  an  idea  of  what  he 
will  be  up  against  during  the 
next  three  years  of  his  college 
career.  Lecturers  will  be:  Dr. 
Hahn  from  the  economics  depart- 
ment who  will  talk  to  the  fresh 
on  "Demand  and  Utility,  Or  Is 
It?":  Bergen  Evans  on  "The 
I  Love  Life  of  Chaucer's  Prologue" ; 
Dr.  Evans  of  the  Chemistry  De- 
partment on  "Atoms  and  how  to 
get  rid  of  them";  Dr.  Ward  of 
the  Geology  Dept.  on  "Limestone 
and  how  to  subdue  it";  Dr.  Tif- 
fanj'  of  Botany  on  "How  to  bend 
the  Dandelion  to  your  will";  Dr. 
Yehudi  on,  'The  Time  and  Place 
of  Where";  and  Dr.  Snyder  will 
talk  on  "The  possibility  of  vot- 
ing an  orientation  course  for  next 
year's  Freshman   class." 

University  authorities  are  con- 
sidering contracting  a  minstrel 
act  for  three  appearances  and 
possibly  windup  the  series  with 
the  "Flying  O'Rourkes"  some- 
times known  as  "The  world's 
greatest  trapeze  act." 


WEATHER  FORECAST 

Evanston  and  vicinity  .  .  .  Very 
dry  in  Evanston  proper  and  con- 
tinued wet  to  wetter  in  immediate 
westerly  regions. 


TODAY 

Camnus  messed  up  again 1 

Double  Crossman  wins  another 

speech  contest  34 

I  Melta   Thetas  toss  junior  in 

lake 34 

Syllabus  to  go  to  press 34 

Murphy  to  go  to  bed  34 

Bounce  over  nightly   3 

Bita  Thita  Pi  wins  sweepstakes 

(paid  advertisement)    .......  101 

Fowel  diving  again  4% 

Awful   Delts    win    sweepstakes 

(paid    advertisement)     102 

Student  workslop   00% 

The  backhouse  3 


Novel  corsages 
to  be  featured 
at  Mall 

Topping  the  scintillating  score 
of  sirening  sirens  at  the  Bavy 
Mall  last  Friday,  was  a  most 
quaint  collection  of  corsages. 

in  line  with  tne  new  campus 
drive  to  day-it-with-flowers-in-a- 
big-way  and  the  Smother  Your 
Girl  contest.  Miss  Joan  Flypuss 
sported  a  pine  tree  behind  each 
ear.  Miss  Loose  Memory  trailed 
three  dozen  white  roses  from  her 
shoulder  and  three  dozen  red 
roses  from  her  waist.  Small  trail- 
ers were  provided  to  facilitate 
dancing. 

The  price  of  admission  to  the 
dance  was  novelly  gaged  by  the 
weight  of  the  corsages — one  dol- 
lar for  each  pound  under  forty. 

A  telegram  from  FDRoosevelt 
was  read  at  the  dance.  The  presi- 
dent said,  "My  friends.  We  owe 
it  to  ourselves."  Its  connection 
with  the  habit  of  giving  corsages 
was  not  explained. 


European 
Situation  Tense 

London,  England  . . .  Huge,  dirty 
old  German  bombers  today  were 
mercilessly  showering  hor- 
rid bombs  on  poor  defenseless 
little  blonde  Dutch  babies  today. 
Some  of  the  tender  mangled  little 
forms  lay  bleeding  in  doorways 
as  the  harsh  power  of  the  in- 
vader passed  on,  leaving  in  its 
wake  death  and  destruction.  The 
curse  of  Naziism  is  laying  waste 
to   peaceful   little   Holland. 

Berlin,  Gemlany  .  .  .  Nazi 
Bombers  annihilated  4,000,000,000 
British  troops  located  just  west 
of  the  Dutch  border  early  this 
morning  and  returned  unscathed 
with  another  glorious  victory  for 
the  Reich. 

Paris,  France  (we  think)  .  .  . 
French  Bombers  annihilated  4,- 
000,000,000  Nazi  troops  located  just 
west  of  the  Dutch  border  early 
this  morning  and  returned  un- 
scathed with  another  glorious  vic- 
tory for  the  Republic. 


AKCHITECT'S  Idea  of  the  cam- 
pus as  it  win  appear  when  the 
Technological  Institute  is  razed 
to  make  way  for  a  new  gym. 


Campus  Piers 
Reserved 

In  an  attempt  to  prevent  a  re- 
currence of  last  spring's  problem 
of  congested  piers,  the  office  of 
counselors  last  night  announced 
that  it  will  reserve  all  campus 
piers  for  week-end  nights. 

"Buildings  and  grounds  has 
painted  large  numerals  on  each 
pier,  and  persons  phoning  reser- 
vations should  specify  the  de- 
sired pier  by  number,"  accord- 
ing to  Silly  Whims,  counselor  to 
amorous  men. 

Applications  for  reservations 
should  include  name,  address, 
name  of  date,  date's  address, 
and  student  activities  cards, 
which  will  be  .  punched  by  the 
night  watchman  on  the  night  for 
which    the    reservation   is    made. 


Coalitions  Must  Go 

There  will  be  a  concerted 
drive  next  semester  to  do  away 
with  any  consolidation  among  the 
Greek  letter  groups  or  the  Inde- 
pendents with  the  end  in  mind  of 
forcing  any  candidate  into  office. 
With  the  honest  co-operation  of 
all  concerned  we  feel  that  the 
Dilly  will  lead  the  way  to  a  new 
ora  of  honesty  in  campus  politics. 
This  is  a  matter  of  vital  import- 
ance that  merits  the  close  at- 
tention of  every  person  in  the 
University. 


NOTICE 

Petitions  announcing  inten- 
tion to  petition  for  coalitions 
for  next  fall  are  due  May  25 
and  26,  1940.  At  Room  834 
Rump  Administration  Build- 
ing. 


Board  revamps 
building  program 

By  Thick  Rind 

It  was  announced  yesterday, 
after  a  meeting  of  the  Board  of 
Trusty  s,  that  Northwestern' s 
building  program  was  to  undergo 
some  slight  changes.  When  in- 
terviewed. President  Spider 
said:  "We  think  this  new  idea 
is   just  peachy." 

In  essence,  the  plan  involves: 
tearing  down  the  new  gym  and 
rebuilding  it  in  another  color  on 
the  Technological  Building  site; 
switching  Scott  Hall  and  Deering 
in  order  to,  as  the  Trusty's  clev- 
erly put  it,  "Make  Scott  Hall 
closer  to  the  lake  and  make  Deer- 
ing farther  away  from  the  lake"; 
and  finally  compressing  the  plans 
for  the  Technological  Institute  so 
that  it  can  be  constructed  where 
Garret  Chapel  now  stands. 

The  Administration  feels  that 
these  small  rearrangements  will 
modernize  the  campus,  or  as 
Dick  Hiderank  chuckled,  "Give  it 
that  there  stream-lined  look.'' 
Rescue  Crew  Acts 

The  plan  was  put  into  action 
early  this  morning  when  a  rescue 
crew  of  B  and  G  men  and  sixteen 
Saint  Bernards  left  for  a  trip 
through  the  form  Technicological 
excavations.  Their  findings  to 
date  have  been  three  Phi  Psis, 
■Two  Kappas,  four  Sigma  Chis,  two 
old  galoshes,  a  sticky  mitten  and 
several  old  C!hinese  gongs. 

The  contribution  which  inspired 
this  startling  change  of  plans  was 
the  donation  of  Dr.  I.  M. 
Yehudi,  the  former  ghost  writer 
and  shadow  boxer.  Dr.  Yehudi, 
left,  in  his  will,  $4.23  and  an  old 
golf  bag  to  be  used  in  any  way 
the  Board  may  see  fit,  v,'ith,  how- 
ever, the  reservation  that  the 
name  of  Deering  Library  be 
f-hanged  to  Slmrfse,  from  the  pic- 
ture of  the  same  name.  This 
move  is  under  consideration  by 
the  board  at  the  present  time. 

Amsolgamate 
^^ay  Days 

A  movement  to  simplify  North- 
western's  traditional  events  is 
now  resting  in  embryonic  form 
under  one  of  the  campus  piers. 
The  plan,  in  short,  is  to  combine 
Dad's  Day,  Homecoming,  Waa- 
Mu,  the  '41  basketball  season, 
and  Christmas  Vacation. 

Moe  Jiller,  the  chairman  of  the 
committee  in  charge  of  "Things, 
and  what  we're  going  to  do  about 
them,"  stated  tersely  yesterday, 
"This  win  be  better  anyway.  In- 
stead of  the  usual  confused  hodge- 
podge, the  Dads  will  now  have  a 
chance  to  try  out  for  Waa-Mu  and 
see  real  University  Life  as  the 
students  see  it.  No  more  of  this 
taking  the  Dads  to  classes  stuff." 

Dutch  (just  call  me  German) 
Limburger  stated  the  Athletic  De- 
partment's approval.  He  feels  that 
a  short  Waa-Mu  routine  wUl  lim- 
ber up  the  boys  in  fine  fashion  be- 
fore a  game.  "Besides,"  he  added, 
"Hick  Klien  kicks  a  wicked  shag 
that  would  liven  up  the  show." 


No!  No!  No! 

Blood  is  beginning  to  flow  on  all  of  the 
fronts  today.  II  is  red  blood.  As  it  flows,  we 
who  look  close  can  distinguish  faint  traces  of 
the  life  streams  of  what  was  once  Dark  Train- 
booth,  and  Freddy  Mommer,  and  Jack  Cryui'. 
(Trainbooth's  corpuscles  are  sluggish  from 
love  and  Cryin's  toss  each  other  around  like 
footballs.) 

If  Germany  commits  any  act  which 
might  lead  to  our  entrance  into  the  war,  we 
should  send  our  air  armada  over  Berlin  to 
blow  the  Nazis  to  smithereens.  If  Japan  looks 
cross-eyed  at  the  Indies — trying  to  get  us 
into  war — we  should  not  hesitate  to  fight  the 
Japs  in  order  to  safeguard  our  neutrality. 

Thus,  we  must  want  peace  so  bad  that  we 
shall  be  willing  to  give  our  lives  on  the  bat-  ' 
tlefield  in  order  to  secure  it.  Our  watchword 
should  be,  "Millions  for  machine  guns  and  we 
defy  anyone  to  try  and  make  us  go  to  war." 
Before  that  happens  we  shall  mobilize  every 
last  man,  woman,  and  child  to  ship  to  Europe 
on  rattleboats.  We  would  even  die  again  in 
Flanders.  We  would  even  be  willing  to 
keep  on  fertilizing  the  poppies. 

But  you  can't  make  us  go  to  war. 


(Dilli}.  TboJdhwsi&JtsAtL 


Thursday,  April  II,  1920 
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By  Fhit  Schlamilo               1 

•    "iT     ■■        ■ 

The  other  day  we  were  looking  back  at  our 
four  years  at  this  so-called  institution  of 
higher  learning,  and  we  retched  with  a 
nausea  born  of  premature  nostalgia  and  dis- 
gust. We  are  disgusted  because  we  are  not 
one  of  those  very  fortunate  Greek  lords  of 
the  north  campus  who  can  wear  beautifully 
jeweled  pins  and  watch  chains  clanking  with 
self-voted  activity  keys.  We  are  also  dis- 
gusted with  the  spirit  of  militarism  rampant 
on  this  campus,  best  exemplified  by  that 
nasty  old  Navy  Ijall  with  its  arch  of  swords 
and  high-priced  bids.  And  finally  we're  dis- 
gusted that  a  bunch  of  stuffed-shirts  think 
that  they  can  put  over  a  mock  convention. 
(Jeez,  but  we're  sarcastic!) 
■■  14         1  D      J!  I&  ^"*  we're  homesick  already  for  spring  on 

rYHO^P  AlsV^tCrV  DlJCIflGt  the  campus.  Many  lovely  nights  we  have  spent 
bA|J\/JV  ivey  J«iV.i  I  i^MM^^*  ^^  ^j^g  beach,  watching  the  great  big  booful 
In  accordance  with  the  Dilly's  policy  of  moon  come  stealing  up  over  the  water  as 
fighting  coalitions,  crime  corruption,  or  any-  we  whispered  sweet  nothings  to  our  com- 
thing  that  looks  just  the  least  little  bit,  well,  panion.  These  beautiful  things  remove  the 
you  know,  off-color,  we  have  been  campaign-  bitter  thoughts  of  our  college  life,  and  as 
ing  all  year  to  make  the  Navy  Ball  publish  long  as  there  is  democracy  in  this  country, 
their  budget  and  show  just  cause  why  they  ir-ng  may  we  love! 
should  charge  $49.36  a  couple  for  tickets.  We 
threatened  to  print  the  Semi-Maternity  Brawl 

budget  and  they  cut  their  price  to  twenty-five      |fty<t»ic«,/|^,»a>»,^W|/^ia»«w»^^  t»  »i<^|^i»»  »^/y 
cents.    We  threatened  the  Navy,  too,  but  then 
you  know  these  sailors.    But  we'U  show  them. 
Revenue: 

Tickets    $3,000.00 

and 

Total  Revenue    $3000.00  g 

Hotel   ' $  600.00  C*  *^lf i^"«V 

Miscellaneous    "....'..'.'.'.'.'.'...'.'.'....'.         1  ^98  ^y  DUCKY  BUCOLIC 

Total  Expense    $2993.98  j^«^*«i<|^ *»  ^»/j^rtt.«,./|yw»c««*«^^>-««*»*^ 

Net  profit  so  that  Sextant  may  rear 

its  ugly  head   6.02  CRUMBS  to  Dwight  Croessman. 

jg  CRUMBS  to  Dwight  Croessman. 

--       — -  CRUMBS  to  Dwight  Croessman. 

So  there  you  see  the  whole  picture,  a  livid  CAVIAR  to  me  for  giving  crumbs  to  Dwight 

denunciation  of  the  Ball,  its   chairmen,   and  Croessman. 

the    organization    which    it    represents.      For  „_.„,_„  *     t^     ■   i.^  r^ 

instance,  there  is  that  item  of  '■miscellaneous  CRUMBS  to  Dwight  Croessman. 

expense  .  .  .  $1.98"  to  be  explained.    Miscel-  CRUMBS  to  Buildings  and  Grounds  for  rais- 

laneous  expense,   indeed!     How  can  they  ex-  '"?  the  chain  in  front  of  Swift  hall  5  feet. 

pect  us  to  swallow  that!     And  what  a  feeble  AU   the   boys   from   north   campus   have   a 

attempt  to  cover  up  what  the  Dilly  can  only  terrible  time  high-jumping  it  and  some  of 

consider   as    graft,    pure    and   simple.     Navy  the  short  guys  just  can't  make  it  at  aU. 

Ball,  bah;  Gravy  Ball,  more  likely.  CRUMBS  to  Dwight  Croessman  for  letting  his 

column    slide    back    into     the    journalistic 

garbage  heap  from  which  it  had  been  re- 

Dilly  Northwestern   c,™"? '.o  d„,^.  c„es».„.  - 

den^'^'o'f'^^North*'^  t^*"'       EXECUTIVE  STAFF  C  WIAR  to  my  very  dear  friends  and  bosom 

Unlvers?ty    everj^^eek    Managing  Editor  companions,  the  Interfraternity  council. 

scbooT°™ar  ^ixce^'f  Tu*^                      Ducky  Bucolic  CRUMBS  to  the  South  Campus  rowdies  who 

day"''we^cfnes^(Sy,^Thu?i-    ^^""^  *^'°/t ' TrsinhAnth  ^^°^^  *^  '""'^^  crushing  crane  from  the  gym 

day,  and  Friday.   Owned                  "^'"^    irainDootn  ^^^   knocked   hell   out  of   Scott  hall.     Was 

and     published     by     the    Editorial  editor that  lariv-like     cfirU' 

Student  Publishing  Com-                       Stinky  Frenkle  laay  use,   gins. 

pany,  Rump  Administra-    .„     .  CRUMBS  to  Dwight  Croessman. 

tion  Bide  Business  manager  

Entered    as    ninth    class                        Wormy  Eater  CRUMBS  to  Northwestern' s  tennis  team  for 

matter  at  the  post  office    Circulation  manager  beating  Chicago.    Now  Hutchins  wiU  abolish 

Hir^tht"^*=,°o'J'  ^?^?■I^.I??^;    and  telegraph  ed  everything  but  the  chess  squad. 

the  Alghonqum  Tnbe.       U  ^  CRUMBS  to    (fiU  m  the 

1939-1940  Member       1^°™^"'^  ^'^'*°''TW=,V,i>'.;h  name    of   your    worst   enemy— that'll    show 

Backwoods  Movable     ■                             ^"^     ^"°  him.) 

Type  Association        iTransportation  supt ^t.i,»«».ct 

All  phones— Uni.  7300     ■                    John  Hardpan  CRUMBS. 


Meet  Hickory  Highboy 


'I 


"^  T.WMYNOTT 

Once  a  week  we  have 
Revolution  seen  our  faces  carica- 

tured on  this  page,  and 
once  a  week  he  have  read  the  best  form 
of  printed  apple-pohshing  about  our- 
selves. Now  tl;e  worm  has  squirmed,  to 
com  a  cliche,  and  we  have  our  tormentor 
at  our  mercy. 

Tall  and  gangly,  Hickory  Highboy, 
chairman  of  the  mock  convention,  talks 
endlessly  and  enthusiastically  about  any 
topic  which  interests  him  at  the  moment. 
Occasionally  he  is  interested  in  piano 
playing  and  convention  secretaries.  Cur- 
rently his  greatest  topic  of  interest  is 
himself. 

Genius  His  associates  are  en- 

thusiastic  in   their   ap- 
praisal  of  him.    "He's 

okay,   I   guess,"   said  Toastin  Fanney. 

"Not   a   bad   guy,"    commented  Herbut 

Shivers.  i 

Meet  Hickory  Highboy,  we  say.    And 

when  you  meet  him,  slug  hell  out  of  him 

for  us. 

THE  FACXn^TY 


SidadJwju) 


Dear  Sideshow: 

My,  my,  my,  my!  That  nasty  PtniPLE 
Parrot.  That  uncouth  Pill  Schlamilo.  They 
ought  to  have  a  good  talking  to! 

A  MOTHER 


Sideshow: 

We  wish  to  present  a  modest  plan  which, 
'though  simple,  will  solve  the  problem  of 
thousands  of  Northwestern  men:  how  to  get 
a  date. 

Just  take  those  five  queens  who  forgot  you 
about  formal  time  last  Christmas,  wrap  them 
up  and  send  them  to  the  top  five  names  on 
the  list  below.  Then  make  five  copies  of  this 
letter,  removing  the  top  name  and  adding 
your  name  at  the  bottom.  Send  the  letter  to 
five  of  your  friends.  By  the  time  your  name 
reaches  the  top  you  will  receive  by  return 
parcel  post  11,187  beauty  queens.  You  can't 
ask  for  much  more  than  that. 

PHI  BETA  KAPPA 
Troop  No.  12 

Nickname:  Dateless  Wonders 
P.S.   Don't  forget  to  mail  the  copies  or  you're 

liable  to  get  your  own  girl  back.  ' 


Dear  Sideshow: 
Hello!    Guess  who! 


YEHUDI 


Editor's  Note:  Only  two-thirds  of  the  letters 
in  Sideshow  are  lorittcn  by  our  staff.  The  rest 
are  yours,  and  we  will  not  be  respojwible  for 

them. 


Friday,  June  I,  1920= 
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Stance  ciJet  Hi^h  Hif 


by  Jean  Pub,  Fly  Hi  House 


Seen  Friday  13  was  Double 
Crossman,  Hi  Melta  Data,  swing- 
ing from  the  top  of  a  Sheridan 
lamppost,  yelling,  "Tohellwithfra- 
temities.  ToheUwithnorthwestem. 
Tohellwiththeworld."  Crumby, 
wasn't  it? 

Congratulation  to  Bill  de  Cor- 
morant, Stigma  Chi,  who  had  add- 
ed to  his  long  list  of  athletic 
achievements  the  title  of  First 
Man  to  Go  Swimming  in  Lake 
Michigan  This  Spring.  While  the 
crowd  snored,  Bill  plunged  into 
the  freezing  water.  When  they 
chopped  him  out  of  the  ice,  his 


L^di 


tii 


vicauon 


scom6 
aaaln 


According  to  the  figiu'es  com- 
i  piled  by  our  interviewers  on  the 
question  "Isn't  Going  to  School 
the  Fun,  Though?"  3.45  percent 
answered  in  the  affirmative,  3.45 
in  the  negative,  0.01  per  cent  in 
the  ablative  and  93  per  cent  didn't 
remember  or  were  looking  the 
other  way  at  the  time. 

Moll  WeakheaH.  KKG  said: 
"School  is  nice.  I  think  there 
should  be  more  school.  If  you 
go  to  school  a  lot  you  get  to  be  a 
Phi  Bete  and  look  how  nice  they 
are.     One   of  them." 

Dark  Trainbooth,  Phi  Kap  said: 
"School  is  nice.  I  think  there 
should  be  more  school.  If  you  go 
to  school  you  get  to  meet  Kap- 
pas and  look  how  nice  they  are. 
One  of  them." 

Maul  Fnldoon:  "What  did  you 
say?   Where  is  she?" 

Earl  Cranky:  "All  right  as  long 
as  it  doesn't  interfere  with  your 
social  life.  THE  STUDENT  UN- 
ION MUST  GO  ON!" 

Rack  Jyan  Phi   Delt:    "Oh  my 

golly,  is  it  ever,  though!" 

Dr.  E.  O.  Hahmc:    "Or  is  it?" 

Yehudi:  "&$**D '&$00  —  this 
publicity!" 


Now  is  the  Time 

I  Now  is  the  time  for  all  good 
r  men  to  come  to  the  aid  of  their 
party.  Now  is  the  time  for  '^1 
good  men  to  come  to  the  aid  of 
their  party.  Now  is  the  tinje  for 
all  good  men  to  come  to  the  aid 
of  their  party.  Now  is  the  time 
for  all  good  men  to  come  to  the 
aid  of  their  party.  Now  is  the 
time  for  all  good  men  to  come 
to  the  aid  of  their  party. 


only  comment  was,  as  he  opened 
his  eyes,  "Hell — it's  chillier  than 
I  thought  it  would  be!" 

Flying  to  New  York  next  week 
will  be  Dopey  Feeler,  Katcha 
Lawful  Mata,  who  has  been 
chosen  to  take  the  place  of  the 
Statue  of  Liberty  in  New  York 
harbor  by  the  Isolationist  Society 
in  their  new  campaign  to  "Keep 
Our  Sailors  Home."    , 

Ruth  Urslice,  Melta  Melta  Mel- 
ta, has  recently  announced  her 
engagement  to  the  president  of 
the  Board  on  Committee  Or- 
ganization and  Burocracy.  Ruth 
and  her  fiance  plan  to  investigate 
a  National  Committee  Appoint- 
ing Week  when  every  little  spot 
(yessiree,  Every  Little  Spot!)  of 
civilization  will  be  organized  un- 
der the  campaign  slogan:  Com- 
mittees—The Way  Out. 


Playshop  Sells 
Playshop 

by  Sweety  Goon  Williams 

The  Playshops  truck  of  the  year 
roared  to  a  stop  with  their  pres- 
entation last  night  of  a  five  min- 
ute commercial  over  station 
(call  letters  must  be  withheld). 
Star  of  the  preformance  was  Art 
Chevrolet  in  his  impersonation  of 
a  growing  turnip.  Its  eerie  cry 
for  release  from  the  clutching 
earth  rang  over  the  ether 
r(C2Hr,)oO]  like  a  Promethean 
accusation  of  the  cruel  tyrants  of 
Olympus. 

We  were  thrilled. 

Scarcely  less  exciting  was  the 
roar  of  the  chorus  as  it  muttered 
again  and  again  the  heart  ren- 
ding cry  "N.  U.  playshop  for- 
ever." 

We  were  thriUed. 

We  can  only  echo  the  cry,  "The 
people,  ah,  the  people,  they  that 
live  up  in  the  steeple  all  alone.  ." 


College  Men 
Attention! 

Would  you  like  to  be  profit- 
ably engaged  this  summer  in 
or  near  your  home  town? 
National  organization  has 
limited  number  of  openings. 
Call   Kappa   Alpha   Theta. 


'•^^^^*^^*'*^^^^*^^^*^^9^^*^^^^*^'^*****^^******^******^**^******^^*^*^t 
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Ready  Sofar,  glamorous  glamor 
girl,  as  she  appears  in  her  latest 
vehicle,  "Heck  to  See." 


Now  we  done  it 

We  said  it  could  be  done  and 
now  we've  proved  it.  It  doesn't 
take  us  long  once  we've  started. 
Really  weU  done.  The  proof  is 
here  and  waiting.  Plenty  nice. 
I'll  bet  they  never  knew  it  could 
happen.     But  we  proved   it,   boy. 

We  proved  it! 

"Thunder  Over 
Kishnev"  Startling 

BY   PILL  KILLMAN 

The  University  Theater  last 
night  presented  Daphne 
Schmaltz's  Thunier  Over  Kish- 
nev, a  wonderful  play  in  three 
acts.  Running  time  four  aspirin 
and  three  stiff  shots.  It  was  mar- 
velous. Direction  by  Cloe  Gold- 
berg was  direction  by  a  genius. 
She  should  go  far.  In  fact  she 
should  start  out  immediately.  Her 
brilliant  comprehension  was  ex- 
ceeded only  by  the  superb  brilli- 
ance nf  her  cast  headed  by  An- 
gus O'Toole  and  the  six  Swiss 
bell  ringers.  Particularly  well 
done  was  the  scene  In  which 
Little  Red  Riding  Hood  really 
gets  the  wolf. 

Our  college  Is  particularly  for- 
tunate In  having  such  a  speech 
school  as  we  have.  It  is  made  up 
of  geniuses.  And  we  have  yet 
to  find  an  exception  to  this  rule 
Just  ask  Double  Crossman.  We 
are  fortunate.  They  are  for- 
tunate. Everybody's  fortunate. 
Why  is  the  grass  green  is  the 
grass  speech  school  is  wonderful 
is  the  professor  who  is  a  tree  that 
is  green  that  is  the  grass  just  as 


According  to  late  reports 
which  have  just  been  received, 
our  critic,  Mr.  Klllman,  is  rest- 
ing comfortably  and  while  his 
release  is  not  expected  soon  he 
is  doing  well.  He  may  be 
reached  by  writing  to  Box  607, 
Manteno  Asylum.  As  a  pre- 
cautionary measure,  no  visi- 
tors are  allowed  to  see  him  as 
yet. 


Without  Wind 
Huge  Success 

The  leading  characters  were.  In 
a  manner  of  speaking.  All 
through  the  plot  ran  under  cur- 
rents, especially  in  the  middle. 
The  acting  was  able,  the  direction 
was  able,  the  photography  was 
able,  the  audience  was  hardly 
able.  There  was  dialogue.  The 
settings  were  all  of  places  ex- 
cept those  on  the  inside  of  the 
house.  There  were  some  little 
white  mice  and  a  man  with  a  goat 
in  the  very  end  that  didn't  have 
anything  to  do  with  the  story. 
The  little  mice  were  cute  thou^. 
The  man  wasn't. 

This  reviewer  would  reconj- 
mend  that  everyone  see  this  pro- 
duction,  because  it  is  so  worth- 
while. It  is  so  worthwhile  that  it 
almost  makes  you  cry.  Especial- 
ly in  the  middle. 

Those  mice  sure  were  cute. 


Smellybus  Stupifies 

Starting  brilliantly  with  the 
amazing  phrase,  "This  edition  of 
the  56th  SmeUybus,"  the  56th  edi- 
tion of  the  Smellybus  roars  to  a 
climax  with  "Zylamno"  and  nev- 
er drops  to  a  denouement.  Co- 
authors Slurpy  and  Smell  have 
at  last  dissipated  a  masterpiece, 
so  great  that  another  year  ot 
work  would  not  have  been  mis- 
spent.   And  only  $4.50   (plug)! 

We  shall  not  burden  our  read- 
ers with  the  plot,  for  that  re- 
mains to  the  authors.  Let  us  only 
express  our  manifold  amazement, 
our  profound  contingent  and  our 
superlative  sympathy  upon  read- 
ing this  timely  book.  Slurpy  and 
Smell,  our  hat  is  off  to  you. 

Alone 

carelessly  I  let  her  go 
thinking  love  was  over 
then  came  spring  with  twinkling 

skies 
buttercups   and  clover 
now  i  sit  with  tired  eyes 
dreaming  of  Magnolia 
God  i  sheulda  clubbed  that  mug 
when  he  came  and  stolya 

ELUCIDATION 

slowly  slipping 

through  the  sand 

greclan  sandals 

You 

the   surging  surf 

simplicity, 

short  syllabled 

assonance 

in    Spring. 


(Dilh^  TbAihwsi&JtsiAn. 


Der  Tag,  1940 


^    talk    ^ 

Penny    pitchers    post- 
pone   prevue    of 
professional  prowess, 
preferring   Pa's   price- 
less pollutions;  poor 
playing  possibly 
premeditated. 


^By  Sick  Catkin. 


Due  to  inclement  weather  and 
players,  IM  penny  pitching  has 
been  transferred  to  Pa  Scram's 
soft  drink  parlour.  Complaints  by 
former  losers  were  plentiful  and 
disgusting,  claiming  that  the  im- 
proved atmosphere  made  for  bet- 
ter pitching  by  the  home  team 
(My  Kappa  My  house). 

Breakiaig  their  losing  streak 
in  kittenball,  the  Awful  Dels 
scored  a  hit  in  their  last 
game.  We  schnuck  one  over 
on  those  Namby  Pies,  barked 
the  mascot. 

Looking  at  the  IM  bulletins 
posted  on  the  tree  in  front  of 
U.H.,  we  noticed  that  the  swim 
ming  finals  are  scheduled  for 
February  14th.  Let's  get  this 
stuff  over  with,  boys. 

SIMPEBINGS:  All  Sofaras 
missed  practice  in  bingo  by 
the  twinkle  of  a  dimple  last 
week.  .  .  .  And  while  we're 
at  it,  he  is  still  plenty  plucky 
and  shows  that  chitter-chat- 
ter  spunky  spirit  which  won 
him  the  water  boy-ship.  .  .  . 
wonder  if  spring  is  on  the 
way. 


For  women  only 

Now  really!  Is  it  right  of  the 
university,  I  ask  you,  to  tear 
down  our  great  big  beautiful  gym 
and  leave  us  only  a  hole  in  ex- 
change? With  many  gym  class- 
es abolished,  what's  to  become  of 
our  figures?  Why,  we  NEED 
such  things  as  swimming  and 
fencing.  Of  course  we  can  diet 
in  our  own  houses,  but  out  on 
dates  we  must  eat  heartily;  it's 
a  tradition,  and  college  has  lost 
enough  traditions  already. 

Nor  can  we  transfer  our  class- 
es to  the  lake.  We  wouldn't  dare 
be  seen  in  public  in  those  ugly 
old  swimming  suits  the  university 
forces  us  to  wear.  Our  dates 
would  desert  us  if  they  saw  us 
in  those.  Cruel  Northwestern. 
Unkind  Northwestern.  Mean  old 
building  plan. 

We  were  glad  to  have  the 
Theta-Delt  game  played  off  this 
year.  For  years  those  two  or- 
ganizations have  been  running 
neck  and  neck,  and  we  actually 
breathed  a  sigh  of  relief  to  hear 
the  final  outcome.  Femina  om- 
nia vincit. 


You    DO    Love   Your 

DULY. 

Don't  You? 


.  U.  cagers 
meet  Minitauqua 


N.U  's  varsity  basketball  squad 
will  meet  the  highly  rated  second 
team  of  the  Minitauqua  Teach- 
er's College  this  evening  in  the 
final  cage  game  of  the  season, 
The  cage  game  will  be  played 
on  the  new  court  recently  drawn 
with  chalk  on  Sheridan  road  be- 
tween University  Place  and 
Emerson  St.  The  home  cagers 
are  favored  to  win  this  cage  con- 
test by  a  comfortable  margin. 

It  was  necessary  to  transfer  the 
•?rme  to  the  Sheridan  Road  court 
alter  the  floor  at  Patten  became 
•msafe.  When  in  last  week's  game 
the  Minnesota  forward  was  hit 
by  falling  debris  and  suffered  a 
severe  falling  of  the  arches,  two 
f  the  middle  West  teams  threat- 
ened to  withdraw  from  the  Big  QVz 
unless  something  was  done  to 
remedy  this  situation.  Coach 
"Dutch"  Lonborg  offered  to  bind 
the  arches  of  the  opposing  players 


<^ 


Dirty  Undershirts 
Outpeg  Namby  Pies 

In  a  .  close  game  of  mumble 
peg,  the  D.U.'s  cut  the  Namby 
Pies,  league  favorites,  17  to  %. 
High  point  of  the  game  was  when 
Floozy  Wartmeyer  made  a  bad 
toss  after  scoring  in  overthefence. 
With  a  quick  cry  of  "backs,"  he 
deceived  his  opponents  into  allow- 
ing the  winning  score. 

House  President  Goose,  ques- 
tioned after  the  game,  beamed 
happily,  "I  knew  we'd  win  some- 
thing!" 


Classified  Ads 


COLLECTOR'S  OBJECTS 


WANTED:  ONE  EVANSTON  BEER 
cooling  system:  very  rare;  good 
prices  paid;    phone  Uni.  7300. 


WANTED— A  DATE.  NO  REQUIRE- 
ments — good,  bad  or  indifferent,  ,iust 
a  date  .  .  .  any  date.  Call  M.S. 
(Any   time) . 


WANTED:  A  ZIPPER;  a  NICE, 
long,  tantalizing  zipper.  Call  Phil 
Shapiro. 


WILL  BUY:  BOTTICELLI'S  BIRTH 
of  Venus  (or  reasonably  exact  fac- 
simile), draped;  price  no  ob.iect; 
phone  or  call  at  W.CT.U.   anytime. 


WILL  SELL:  ONE  MUSTACHE  CUP. 
slightly  bent;  large  size;  usable  if 
desired:  phone  Ore.  9991  and  ask 
for  Julius. 


LOST  AND  FOUND 


LOST:  SIGMA  CHX  PIN.  WILL 
Theta  please  return  it?  No  ques- 
tions asked. 


FOUND:  SIGMA  CHI  PIN.  WILL 
owner  please  come  to  claim  it? 
Reward. 


LOST— ONE    SLIGHTLY   USED   REP- 
utation.   No   questions    asked. 


but  this  plan  was  rejected  in 
favor  of  the  Sheridan  road  court. 
Feeling  that  a  public  thnrough- 
fare  is  not  the  place  to  vent  emo- 
tions, Lonborg  will  sit-out  the 
cage  contest  in  his  office  where 
he   can  tear  his  hair  in  private. 


Fowel  Soars  Again 

Tom  Fowel,  highdiving  ace, 
was  undismayed  by  the  flown 
gym.  "Practice!"  roared  coach 
Flobinson,  and  practice  he  did. 
The  swimming  pool  of  the  new 
gym  being  completed,  he  con- 
tracted an  airplane  to  fly  over 
the  spot.   Finding  it,   he  dove. 

Discovering  in  mid  air  that  the 
pool  was  empty,  Tom  changed 
his  course  to  the  Phi  Sap  bathtub. 
He  was  fortunate  to  find  it  still 
full  of  water  from  the  last  Phi 
Sap  to  use  the  tub  (Yahoodi,  '16). 

We  commend  Tom's  spirit  as 
well  as  his   ingenuity. 


ADOLF  HITLER,  white  hope 
of  the  Rhine  league,  who  is 
developing  as  the  most  prom- 
ising cross-country  performer 
of  the  day. 


GIRLS! 

Remember 

"Him"  on 

Father's  Day 


Join  the 

Student's 
Cooperative 

We  have  everything! 


Sponsored  by 

1941  SMELLYBUS 


For  the  Merry  Month  of  May 

MISS  ELAINE  SHEPARD 

New  York  and  Hollywood's  celebrated 

model   in   Chesterfield's   Sundial   dress 


THE  CIGARETTE 

OF  THE  HOUR 

loday  more  than  ever,  smokers  are 
turning  to  Chesterfield's  skillful  blend  of  the 
world's  best  cigarette  tobaccos.  Now  is  the  time 
for  you  to  light  up  and  enjoy  a  Chesterfield. . . 
they're  COOLER  SMOKING,  BETTER-TASTING 
AND  DEFINITELY  MILDER. 

^c/ou  caitt  621U  a  oetler  claareUe 


Copyright  1940.  LiGGETT  &  MVERS  TOBACCO  Co 


FASHION' 

mm  CLE 


anJ  admits  tliat  this  wasliatle  "teEaspun"  slack-suit  worn  t^  Alpha  Pni  s  Connie 
Phillips  is  just  aLout  the  most  practical  casual  to  roll  in  on  Carson's  latest  Fashion 
wave.  And  speahini  of  washatlea,  that  "Alice  Marhle  Tennis  Dress"  worn  hg  Sue 
OsDourne,  Theta,  undisputedlj  takes  first  honors  in  play  suits  designed  lor  action. 

iSlack  Suit  $6.95.    Tennis  Dress   $10.95 

Casual  Clothes  Pla-gcenter,  Fourth  Floor 

CARSON      PIRIE       SCOTT      &       CO 
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\Q^y^ri: 


Betty  Heitsch,  Gamma  Phi,  in  a 
new  version  of  the  visor  made  of 
white  sharkskin  and  a  fish  net. 


Norma   Jordan,   Pi    Phi,  a    la 
sombraro  el  goucho. 


(t 


mmnlL'^iMhmii  m  Lk^u 


Jean  Chubb,  Pi  Phi,  modeling 
a  terry  cloth  beach  shawl  .  .  . 
very  dramatic  and  with  much 
fringe. 


LMOfi/  rm  ociftiru  umtMmf 


^.>^- 

*-.;> 


1 


Shirley  Fairburn,  Gamma  Phi  Beta,  modeling  a 
large  natural  colored  straw  bonnet  with  a  great 
bow  a  la  "Gone  with  the  Wind". 


( 


CARSON  PIRIE  SCOTT  &  COMPANY. 


BY    JEAN    B4RTELME 


CLOTHES  LINE 


Dear  Jinx 


Continued  from  page  12 

November  15.  New  Orleans 
Darling, 

Feather    still    with    curvature    of    the 
spine. 


Ah,  nostalgia  and  sinking  feeling 
in  the  pit  of  the  stomach  ...  ah 
lost  youth  and  this  business  of  being 
a  senior  .  .  .  this  last  goodbye  and 
having  to  think  of  one's  future  in- 
stead of  lovely  things  such  as  the 
latest  cavorting  of  Helena  Rubin- 
stein and  her  Rico  Red,  Dorothy 
Grey  and  her  exploits  with  South 
American  Red  (everything's  red), 
Elizabeth  Arden  and  her  stickmatic 
Candy  Cane  lipstick,  Harriet  Hub- 
bard Ayre  and  Pink  Clover  perfume 
(sweet  essence  of  springtime),  and 
Charles  of  the  Ritz  and  his  Pink 
Geranium  make  up!  ...  ah,  stripes 
in  general  for  hats,  bags,  and  acces- 
sories .  .  .  and  organza  for  evening 
.  .  .  and  mattress  ticking  for  play 
clothes. 

To  always  enjoy  life  a  la  Pollera 
(Spanish  for  the  full  skirted  petti- 
coat dresses)  as  do  the  Peruvian 
Indians  in  South  America  ...  to 
drape  a  Spanish  shawl  around  one's 
shoulders  as  a  good  excuse  for  an 
evening  wrap  (the  kind  with  big 
hunks  of  fringe  and 
maybe  a  mammoth 
cabbage  rose  in  the 
mouth  to  give  the 
full  effect  .  .  .  just  a 
thought!)  ...  Oh,  to 
live  on  through  life 
in  the  same  manner  as  the  past 
four  years  of  jibe  ...  to  be  free  from 
care  and  to  wear  the  colors  handed 
down  by  the  Incas  ...  to  have 
magenta  pink  lie  down  like  a  lamb 
with  violent  reds  and  oranges  and 
to  be  able  to  wear  'em  gracefully 
...  to  be  attractive  in  poison  greeii 
(a  la  Katie  Hepburn)  without  looking 
actually  POISONED  .  .  to  be  a 
perpetual  undergraduate  ...  to 
dance  through  life  ...  to  be  youngish 
in  dirndls  ...  to  carry  plaid  taffeta 
umbrellas  ...  to  get  away  with 
almost  anything  and  everything  .  .  . 
to  wear  new  slinky  jewelry  (snake 
charmer  effect)  ...  to  wear  exotic 
printed  matter  for  the  more  exciting 
occasions  .  .  .  and  to  have  that 
military  look  in  everything  from  your 
shorts,  slacks,  dresses,  to  your  for- 
mals  and  your  jewelry!    Ah,  youth. 


and  school  days  and  new  clothes 
(without  having  to  pay  for  them  out 
of  your  own  pocketbook)  .  .  .  ah. 
Alma  Mater  .  .  .  ah, 
the  hard  cruel  outside 
world  into  which  we 
are  being  cast  .  .  . 
old  age  approacheth 
.  .  .  more  nostalgia 
.  .  .  and  ahs! 

^'^      ^'^      P'^ 
^^•^      ^^^      ^^ 

Old  Lady:    "Are  you  a  little  boy  or 

a  little  girl?" 
Child:     "Sure,     what    the    hell    else 

could  I  be?" 


It  is  one  of  our  pet  theories  that 
when  a  girl  is  asked  for  a  kiss,  she 
can't  think  of  anything  to  save  her 
neck. 


November  27,    University  Snowbank 
Dear  Jack, 

I'm  tired  of  slushandpuddles  puddles- 
andslush  —  and  correspondence  courses. 
I  think  I'd  like  Cai^al  Street  and  La 
Louiseanne  and  moons  on  bayous.  I 
think  I'd  like  to  stick  a  prop  in  a  cava- 
lero's  feather. 

Jinx 

P.  S.   And  here's  to  the  new  publicity 

agent   for    New   Orleans!    Exhibit   A   for 

proof  of  your  abilities  will  be  there  soon. 

Dittodittoandditto 

^       ^       ^ 

An   amoeba   named  Joe   and  his 

brother 
Went  out  drinking   toasts   to  each 
other. 
In  the  midst  of  their  quaffing 
They  split  their  sides  laughing 
And  found  that  each  was  a  mother! 
— Octopus 


MAY,     1940 


25 


arroteerd 


Capable  office  manager  of  the 
Parrot  is  Delta  Gamma's  Jane  Smith, 
of  Evanston,  Illinois.  Left  Moser 
Business  College  for  N.U.'s  Music 
School  in  which  she  is  now  a  Senior. 
Spends  her  time  commuting  madly 
between  here  and  Central  School 
where  she  holds  class  with  an  exas- 
perating group  of  sixth  graders. 

Numbered  among  her  most  ardent 
admirers  are  two  aeronautically- 
minded  sixth  grade  fellers,  who  can 
think  of  nothing  more  exciting  than 
an  afternoon  spent  over  a  coke  with 
Jane  as  she  spins  tales  of  her  fa- 
ther's flying  experiences.  Has  many 
flying  hours  to  her  own  credit,  but 
none  as  a  pilot. 

Likes  to  dance — has  no  use  for  the 
radio,  but  prefers  her  vie  and  a 
stack  of  B.  Goodman  records.  Now 
beginning  a  collection  of  classical 
records  by  the  Daily  News  method — 
clip  the  accompanying  coupon  etc. 

Pet  peeve  is  her  name.  Either 
"numbers"  make  it  necessary  for 
her  to  use  her  first  name,  Roberta 
(which  she  heartily  dislikes),  or  peo- 
ple just  won't  believe  that  her  name 
is  really  Jane  Smith. 

Short  curly  brown  hair,  nice  hazel 
eyes,  and  a  constant  smile,  you'll 
find  her  behind  the  desk  in  the  Par- 
rot office,  where,  as  she  puts  it, 
she  does  the  dirty  work — address- 
ing envelopes,  receiving  complaints, 
and  soothing  irate  customers.  Will 
miss  the  old  phrase,  "I  didn't  get  my 
Parrot  this  month"  when  she  gradu- 
ates, and  would  like  to  leave  as  her 
parting  gift  an  automatic  envelope 
addresser. 


Good-bye  for  Now 

one  year  has  given  us.  Be  grateful 
for  that,  and  don't  ask  for  more!' 
But  it  doesn't  work.  One  year's  such 
a  short  time,  Ginny!  Such  a  very 
short  time,  when  we've  our  whole 
lives  ahead  of  us!" 

And  in  a  small  voice  Ginny  said, 
"We'd  better  start  back  to  the  house. 
Bill.  Circles  never  lead  any  place, 
do  they?" 

The  prow  of  the  lake  steamer  broke 
the  water  into  two  clean  ripples  that 
chuckled  as  they  parted  from  each 
other,  their  chuckle  an  ironic  grace 
note  in  the  evening's  melancholy 
tone-poem. 

Ginny,  sitting  quiet  there  beside 
him,  placed  her  hand  on  his  arm. 
The  warm  touch  of  her  hit  him  hard 
inside  somewhere,  and  he  turned 
sharply  toward  her. 

"Bill  .  .  .  ideas  keep  coming  to 
me." 

"Yes,  Ginny?" 

"You  know,  I'm  not  really  the  dim- 
wit you  think  I  am.  Bill.  I'm  really 
pretty  bright  when  I  try  hard.  I'll 
bet— I'll  bet  I  could  find  a  job.  I'll 
bet  I  could  find  one  that  would  pay 
enough  for  two  to  live  on,  so — so  you 
could  still  write,  and  we  could  still 
be  .  .  .  together." 

"Oh,  you — you  dope!"  The  words 
came  aching  from  him.  "You  dear, 
darling  sweet  little  dope!" 

And  then,  trying  hard  to  play  a 
little,  because  they  mustn't  look  this 
awful  reality  straight  in  the  face : 
"Oh — so  you  don't  think  I'm  smart 
enough  to  hold  down  a  job  by  my- 
self!" 

"Darling  —  darling!  Look  —  look  — 
you're  swell,  you're  wonderful,  the 
good  Lord  above  knows  there'll  never 
be  anyone  else  like  you,  but — but  I 
couldn't  let  you  do  that.  Maybe  I'm 
old-fashioned,  maybe  I'm  all  full  of 
a  lot  of  foolish  notions  and  false 
pride,  but  I  couldn't  let  my  wife  sup- 
port me.  It's  no  good,  Ginny!  How 
could  I  write  anything  decent  think- 
ing about  you  slaving  over  a  type- 
writer, or  a  counter,  or  something — 
so  I'd  have  time  to  write  my  beauti- 
ful, unsuccessful  masterpieces!  No, 
it  just  wouldn't  go,  Ginny!"  Silence 
for  a  moment,  then:  "Well — that  was 
a  tirade.  But  —  thanks  anyway, 
sweet." 

And  silence  for  a  longer  moment. 


Continued  from  page  7 

"Bill,"  Ginny  again,  finally. 
"  'Nother   idea.     I   know   Dad    could  | 

give  you  a  job,  and  I  know  it  could 
be  the  sort  of  job  that  wouldn't  take 
much  of  your  time,  and  you'd  still 
have  plenty  of  time  to  write,  and  .  .  . 
and  ..." 

Bill  was  almost  dry.  "If  I'm  too 
proud  or  too  dumb  or  too  something 
to  be  willing  to  live  off  you,  Ginny; 
do  you  think  I'd  turn  around  and 
consent  to  living  off  your  father? 
No — no,  all  this  talk  about  subsidizing 
artists  is  all  very  well,  I'm  sure,  but 
not  for  Mrs.  Taylor's  little  boy  Bill. 
That's  not  what  I  want.  I  do  want 
you,  Ginny — I  want  you  terribly — but 
not  on  those  terms." 

A  small  hopeless  sigh  from  Ginny, 
then  there  was  only  the  water's 
laughing  below  them  and  the  laugh- 
ter of  the  gay  crowd  behind  them, 
and  the  music,  the  cheerful,  mock- 
ing music  all  around. 

Bill    had    never    seen    the    sky    so 
defiantly  blue,  the  sun  so  obstinately 
bright.    The  sober  black  of  the  grad- 
uates' gowns  was  almost  shocking  in  M 
the  harlequinade  of  a  day  like  this. 

Bill  sat  there  dully,  seeing  nothing, 
hearing  nothing,  feeling  —  Ginny's 
mother,  sitting  beside  him,  nudged 
him  a  little  when  Ginny's  name  was 
called.    He  looked  up  then. 

There  she  was.  Walking  coolly, 
quietly,  down  the  aisle.  Head  held 
high.  Receiving  her  diploma,  and 
turning,  so  he  could  see  her  face 
now.  And  her  face  blank,  as  his  was 
blank,  painful  with  the  realization 
that  this  was  it — this  was  tying  up 
the  strings,  this  was  saying  finis  to 
something  that  had  to  be  no  more 
than  a  pleasant  episode. 

Bill  went  down  to  the  station  to  see 
Ginny  and  her  parents  off  on  the 
train.  Ginny's  parents  were  nice, 
and  they  were  tactful,  so  he  and 
Ginny  had  a  few  moments  alone  be- 
fore the  train  left. 

"Well,"  Ginny's  determined  smile 
was  a  little  too  bright.  "Well,  I  guess 
this  is  .  .  ."  Then  she  broke  down, 
and  clinging  tightly  to  Bill,  she  hid 
her  sobs  in  his  coat.   Then  she  turned  g 

her    face    up    toward   his    and   tried  " 

again:     "Bill,     I    don't    believe    it. 
Everything  says  this  is  the  end,  but 
I  don't  believe  it.    Things  don't  hap- 
Continued  on  next  page 
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pen  this  way,  not  in  the  best  regu- 
lated families  they  don't." 

Bill  only  stared  at  her  miserably. 
He  couldn't  say  anything. 

The  conductor  shouted,  "All 
abo-oard!" 

Uncertainly,  Ginny  smiled  at  him. 
"It — it  was  fun  while  it  lasted,  Bill. 
Goodbye,  Bill.  Goodbye  .  .  .  for 
now." 

Her  lips  brushing  quickly  against 
his.  The  chatter  of  her  heels  across 
the  cement,  up  the  steel  steps.  The 
pounding,  pounding,  pounding  of  the 
train  wheels,  shifting  soon  to  a  swift- 
fading  clickity-click,  clickity-click. 
The  shrill  cry  of  the  whistle,  lonely  in 
the  twilight  ... 

^      ^      ^ 

Mother  "K" 

Continued  from  page  9 

Iowa  eleven  years  before  that.  She 
tried  it  at  a  sorority  house  one  year, 
but  went  back  to  the  Phi  Delts. 

"Boys  need  mothering  more  than 
girls  do,"  she  said,  "Besides,  they 
appreciate  it  more."  She  ought  to 
know  because  she  has  a  Phi  Delt 
son  of  her  own. 
)  A    fortune    teller    once    predicted 

that  Mrs.  K  would  meet  a  woman 
who  would  leave  her  all  her  money 
and  that  she  would  live  to  be  as  old 
as  Rockefeller.  So  far  this  hasn't 
come  about  but  if  and  when  it  does, 
she  is  going  home  and  sit  in  the 
chimney  corner  and  knit  for  the  rest 
of  her  life. 


Earth  Is  Enough 


His  toes  curled  in  the  black  soil. 
God,  it  was  marvelous  to  feel  the 
good  cool  earth  beneath  his  feet 
again.  Tenderly  he  bent  down  and 
crumbled  a  piece  of  sod  between  his 
fingers.  A  man  was  a  fool  to  leave 
the  land.  He  thought  of  the  city  with 
loathing.  All  it  had  brought  him  was 
unhappiness  and  sorrow,  but  that 
Vv'as  over.  He  was  back  to  his  first 
love — the  earth.  For  a  while  he  was 
motionless  in  silent  contemplation; 
a  prayer  of  thanksgiving  rose  from 
his  heart.  Once  more  he  was  a  part 
of  Nature  and  not  just  a  shadow  in 
the  city.  A  voice  called,  "Dinner's 
ready."  Slowly,  and  reluctantly,  he 
took  his  feet  out  of  the  flower  pot. — 
Exchange. 
^      ^      ^ 

And  the  Germans  named  their 
ships  after  jokes,  so  the  English 
wouldn't  catch  them. 


At  the  University  of  Texas  they 
have  a  device  which  grades  twelve 
test  papers  a  minute.  Dreamers  for- 
see  the  glorious  day  when  the  pro- 
fessor will  go  the  way  of  the  horse. 

^      ^      ^ 

"Lesh  go  home  now,  Joe." 

"Naw,  I'm  afraid  t'go  home,  wife'U 

shmell  m'breath." 
"Hoi'  y'r  breath." 
"Can't.    Shtoo  strong." 


p. 
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Frankly,  I  think  they're  carrying  this  camouflage  too  far. 


^wft* 


UP  AND  COMING  business  man- 
ager of  the  PARROT  is  Don  Win- 
gate,  Phi  Delt  from  Park  Ridge,  Illi- 
nois. Spent  his  frosh  year  at  Indiana 
—  drawn  here  by  the  Commerce 
School  and  held  by  Ma  Schramm's 
ham  sandwiches  and  his  job  of  sell- 
ing advertising,  on  both  of  which  he 
is  completely  sold.  Has  jobbed 
aiound  as  a  life-guard,  Idaho  lum- 
berjack, and  gas  station  attendant. 
Once  was  a  counselor  in  a  Michigan 
camp,  with  which  experience  he  con- 
nects fond  memories  of  a  cool  night 
after  a  long  hike  and  a  camp  site  in 
a  patch  of  poison  ivy.  Likewise  re- 
m.embers  with  clarity  an  afternoon 
when  as  the  "sure  winner"  in  an 
oratorical  contest  he  in  his  own 
words  "got  the  clanks"  before  an 
audience  of  1,000  members  of  the 
Women's  Auxiliary  of  the  American 
Legion. 

Would  walk  a  mile  for  a  Camel  or 
a  chunk  of  mother's  devil's  food  cake. 
Loves  to  dance,  a  real  radio  fan, 
but  not  while  he's  studying,  please. 

Particularly  likes  casual  clothes — 
tweeds  etc.,  and  from  all  this  re- 
porter could  glean,  has  a  definite 
weakness  as  far  as  Pi  Phis  are 
concerned. 

Quiet,  business-like,  has  nice  brown 
eyes,  and  a  disarming  smile.  Ca- 
pable, energetic,  ambitious,  wants  to 
sell  after  leaving  coUege,  and  cer- 
tainly will  —  whether  it's  hair  re- 
storer to  the  bearded  lady  or 
matches  to  a  Boy  Scout. 

^      ^      ^ 
"I  passed  your  house  this  morning." 
"Thank  you." 
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THE  MEN'S  STORE  —  MONROE  AT  WABASH 

HAVE  YOU  ENTERED 


Step  up  Gentlemen  .  .  . 
Come  to  Carson's  Sec- 
ond Floor  .  .  .  The 
Men's  Store  ,  .  .  Win 
$ioo  in  Merchandise 
certificates  .  .  .  Come 
one  .  .  .  Come  all  .  .  . 
Come  to  Carson's  Men 
Store  .  .  .  The  Contest 
ends  May  25  th  ..  . 


0NIY3M0RE  DAYS  LEFT 

TO  WIN 
nOO  IN  MERCHANDISE 


Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co. 
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The  International  Brotherhood 
of  Beta  Sigma 

Founded  at  Northwestern  University  on  May  1,  1936 
5  Active  Chapters 

A 71  Honorary  Fraternity  Plus 


All  members  of  this  organization  are  elected 
hy  a  necessarily  anonymous  committee  on  the 
basis  of  those  qualities  which  are  representa- 
tive of  the  best  in  Beta  Sigma.  Each  new 
member  has  received  an  emblem  of  the  order 
as  pictured  above. 


MEMBERS  ELECTED 

1939 
F  rat  res  in  i/uivcrsitate: 

Myron  Chevlin 

Robert  Kenneth  Clark 

Jess  Martin  Cobb 

Philip  W.  Cooper 

Robert  Harley  Estabrook. 

Stanley  Arthur  Frankel 

George  Walter  Kemp 

Virginia  Cameron  Noyes 

William  George  Orthman 

Arnold  Taylor 

• 
MEMBERS  ELECTED 

1940 

F  rat  res  in  un'iversitate: 

Dirk  Kruidiner  Barrett 

Robert  Edgar  Buchanan 

Charles  Hallett 

Philmour  Burton  Hillman 

Edward  Orth  Malott,  Jr. 

Frederick  Hopkins  Mamer 

Paul  Muldoon 

Donald  Ramaker 

Philip  Leslie  Shapiro 

Richard  Paul  Trenbeth 

Frater  in  facilitate: 

Frederick  Henry  Heidbrink 
A.B.,Ph.D.,B.S. 
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BE  SURE 
to 

STOP 

at  the 

VIllA 
DE  METRE 

'"Northwestern^  s 
Rendezvous" 

It's  the  place  to  go 

•  After  School 

•  The  Theatre 

•  The  Formal 


Enjoy  an  afternoon  snack  in 
the  Spanisli  atmosphere  of 
this  beautiful  villa.  Try  its 
delicious  barbecued  chicken 
and  hamburgers. 


I'LL 

MEET  YOU 

AT 

DE  METRE'S 

1657  Sheridan  Road 
WILMETTE,  ILLINOIS 


PETER   PAll 


By  Don  Wingate  and 
Bob  Beisang 

Summer  is  a'cumen  in,  as  Ciiaucer 
used  to  say  and  everyone  is  through 
batting  about  in  white  coats  and  silk 
jersey  a  la  spring  formals  now.  Peter 
Paul  has  packed  his  Camel's  hair 
sport  feathers,  his  green  gabardine 
feathers,  and  his  tailfeathers  into 
Crosley  Pete  and  is  making  ready 
to  leave  for  places  Parrots  go  dur- 
ing vacations. 

But  before  he  leaves,  he  wants  to 
remind  all  the  guys  and  gals  who 
will  need  a  little  relaxation  during 
finals,  or  those  who  stick  around  all 
through  the  hot  time  not  to  forget  to 
play  at  some  of  the  better  spots. 
His  wish  for  everyone  during  the 
summer  eves  is  a  friendly  atmos- 
phere, a  gay  companion,  and  some- 
thing long  and  cool  ...  so  until  the 
brisk  blue  days  next  fall  .  .  .  regis- 
tration,   rushing,    and    reunion    .    .    . 


have     a     helluva     good     time     and 
Happy  Vacation,   you-all! 

ON   LOCATION 

The  coming  of  summer  substitutes 
long  drives  in  convertibles  for  "lib" 
dates.  As  a  place  to  stop  and  cool 
off  (with  a  Tom  Collins  per  chance) 
Pete  recommends  the  GLASS 
HOUSE  at  Lincoln  and  Touhy  Ave- 
nues. It  has  all  the  accoutrements 
necessary  for  a  good  time:  modern 
cocktail  loungue,  restaurant  facili- 
ties, and  dancing  to  the  organ 
"swingphonies"  of  Bill  Bennett  ac- 
companied by  his  petite  vocalist, 
Fifi. 

A  standout  of  the  "wild  west"  is 
the  OASIS  — LITTLE  CLUB  out 
Emerson  street  way.  This  is  an  old 
favorite  of  the  so  called  men-about- 
town,  and  has  continued  to  be  most 
popular  during  the  past  year.  For 
those  who  like   to   dance   to    "vies," 


Ofn it  oDoli  I  J  reien  ts 

The  Country  Club  Cafe 

DANCE 

to 

The  Swin^  Kin^s 

^eatuvlna 

Jerrv  Potter 

at  the  piano 


\akm\  ^ 

i:c^Sl \ 

fe 

mi.'^H 

g 

^ 

Excellent  Full 
Course  Dinner 


NO  COVER 


with 

"Rat"  Butler         "Krafft"  Evers 

Ed  Sladek 

NO  MINIMUM 


THE  DEL  SHORE 

DEIVIPS  lER  STREET  JUST  WEST  OF  McCORMICK 
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who  enjoy  congenial  surroundings, 
and  those  of  you  who  haven't  been 
there  (very  few,  very  few,)  Pete  says 
it's  a  must  for  the  month. 

A  place  that  needs  no  buildup  to 
N.  U.  nighthawks  is  that  unique 
spot— the  SOUTH  SEAS.  Such  items 
as  the  "rain  bar,"  "Music  as  You 
Like  It"  by  the  Gondoliers,  and  the 
new  Beachcomber  Room  make  your 
evening  different  and  entertaining. 

A  pleasant  adjunct  to  the  Nor- 
shore  and  Howard  theaters  (plug)  is 
the  LIMEHOUSE  on  Howard  street. 
A  spacious  dance  floor,  excellent 
food,  and  the  lilting  tunes  of  Emil 
Van  Toff  and  his  Orchestra  help  you 
to  drive  away  the  dulling  effects  of 
double    features. 

An  American  version  of  Adolf  Hit- 
ler's Blitzkriegs  is  rendered  nightly 
by  Eddie  Danders  at  the  NEW  CLUB 
SILHOUETTE.  Ably  assisting  him 
in  the  continuous  chain  of  entertain- 


ment are  Joan  Baylor  and  her 
piano,  and  Ollie  Harris  and  His 
Swingtet.  A  spot  that  shouldn't  be 
missed  if  you  want  an  evening  of 
laughs. 

Out  Dempster  way  at  the  DEL 
SHORE,  the  Swing  Kings  continue 
to  "drag  'em  in"  with  music  the 
way  it  should  be  played.  This  small 
but  terrific  unit  features  Jerry  Pot- 
ter at  the  piano.  Jerry  not  only  re- 
sembles, but  has  a  style  comparable 
to  ye  olde  Paul  Whiteman — playing 
either  sweet  or  torrid  tunes  with 
equal  dexterity.  Along  with  Jerry  is 
a  personality  who  should  be  men- 
tioned; namely  Jack  Wrout,  alias 
"Rat"  Butler,  who  beats  it  out  on 
the  traps. 

The    outstanding    thing    about    this 

band   is   that   the   boys   play    as   one 

unit — something    not    often    attained 

Continued  on  next  page 
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FEATURING  SOPHISTICATED  ENTERTAINMENT 
DURING  DINNER  AND  SUPPER 
AMERICA'S  ONLY  COPPER 
DANCE  FLOOR 


DANCING  NIGHTLY 
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HEUl  0PIP$ 

Where  Pleasure  Reigns  the  Year  Around 

New  Orleans  takes  on  a  new  love 
liness  this  time  of  the  year.  Visit 
this  fascinating  city  now.  The  cost 
is  low — independently  or  by  all- 
expense  tours.  Illinois  Central's 
splendid  trains,  including  the  famous 
Panama  Limited,  get  you  there 
quickly  and  comfortably.  Include 
New  Orleans  on  any  itinerary,  at 
little  or  no  extra  rail  fare. 
Low  Rail  Fares — Bargain  All-Expense  Tours 

Make  New  Orleans  Part 
of  Your  Vacation 

Whether  you  go  to  California  and 
the  Golden  Gate  Exposition,  Mexico, 
the  Caribbean  or  South  America  — 
include  quaint  New  Orleans  at  little 
or  no  extra  cost. 

Our  new  Train- Auto  Plan  provides 
comfortable,  fast  train  service  to 
your  destination,  with  an  auto  to 
drive  when  you  get  there. 

For  complete 

CllllNOIS  CENTRAL>  ■'■/''™'''«'"  '^^'t  y^^ 

^  trauei  agent,  or 

use  coupon 


1  J.  V.LANIGAN.Passenge 
[  Illinois  Central  System 
1  501  Central  Station,  Chicagc 
1       Please  send  me  without  co 
[  "Enchanting  New  Orleans" 

Traffic  Manager 

,111. 

St  24'page  illustrated  booklet 
ind  information  about 

I   D  Rail  fare  and  train  service 

j   n  All-Expense  Tours 

1   D  Old  Mexico  via 

1                           New  Orleans 

1   n  California  via 

1                           New  Orleans 

1  D  Florida  via  New  Orleans 

1  D  Hunting  and  Fishing 

Cruises: 

D  Caribbean 

D  South  American 

D  Mexican  Gulf 

n  Vagabond 
n  Deep  South 

Guest  Plantation 
D  New  Train-Auto  Plan 

'  Name 

1  City.State 

L 

Phone _. 

Prevues- 


by  small  organizations.  Because  of 
their  adeptness  in  the  entertainment 
line,  Jerry  and  his  gang  are  being 
held  over  for  the  summer  months. 
This  means  that  the  "town"  boys 
and  gals  will  still  be  able  to  stop  in 
and  hear  them — that  is,  if  they  can 
find    standing    room. 

Pete  is  holding  DEMETRE'S  in 
Wilmette  as  an  ace  in  the  hole  to 
shoot  up  to  for  midnight  snacks  and 
black  coffee  during  exams. 

SMOOTH 

Sophisticated  entertainment  plus 
the  only  copper  dance  floor  in  Amer- 
ica are  the  outstanding  attributes  of 
the  Balinese  Room  in  the  BLACK- 
STONE.  Your  evening  is  made  most 
enjoyable  because  of  the  "no  cover, 
no  minimum." 

Outstanding  proponent  of  swing  is 
Bob  Crosby,  who  with  "The  BesI 
Dixieland  Band  in  the  Land,"  is  thf 
man  of  the  hour  at  the  BLACK- 
HAWK.  Personalities  in  the  band  ol 
national  music  distinction  are:  Ray 
Bauduc  at  the  drums,  Eddie  Miller 
at  tenor  saxophone,  and  Bobby  Hag- 
gart  at  the  big  bass  viol. 

Smooth  dance  styles  are  featured 
by  Griff  Williams  and  his  Orchestra 
currently  appearing  at  the  CONTIN- 
ENTAL ROOM  of  the  Stevens.  Rhum- 
ba  rhythms  as  they  should  be 
played  are  available  on  request. 
Popular  personalities  featured  with 
the  band  are:  Buddy  Moreno,  Walter 
King,    and  Bob  Kirk. 

Pete  gives  his  "four  bells"  of  the 
month  to  the  PANTHER  ROOM  of 
the  College  Inn  for  its  latest  offering 
to  swing.  The  new  three-star  show 
consists  of  "Stuff"  Smith  and  his 
Seven  Swingsters,  Bud  Freeman 
and  his  Summa  Cum  Laude  orches- 
tra, and  Lee  Wiley,  popular  song- 
stress  and  composer. 

The  Summa  Cum  Laude  band  is  a 
cooperative  organization  which  was 
organized  last  year  at  the  tenth  an- 
nual reunion  of  the  Princeton  Uni- 
versity class  of  '29.  It  originated 
when  three  Princeton  graduates, 
devotees  of  "hot"  music,  assembled 
what  they  considered  the  pick  of 
jazz  musicians  for  entertainment 
during  their  festivities.  The  outcome 
was  so  successful  that  the  boys  de- 
cided to  go  "pro." 


Continued  from  preceding  page 

"Stuff"  Smith  who  is  no  stranger 
to  Chicago  night  life  achieved  his 
claim  to  swing  glory  along  New 
York  City's  Great  White  Way.  He  is 
the  author  of  "I'se  A-muggin'."  The 
vocalizing  of  Lee  Wiley  make  the 
jive  jingles  of  "Stuff"  most  colorful. 

So  with  these  spots  on  your  vaca- 
tion calendar,  have  yourself  a  happy 
time,  and  we'll  be  seein'  you  next 
fall.  P.  P.   Esq. 

•m      m      «« 


Jerry   Potter   tells   one 
on  '^^Rat"  Butler 


Definition  of  a  Kiss 

1.  It's  a  noun  because  it  is  common 
and  proper. 

2.  It's    a    verb    because   it    is    active 
and  passive. 

3.  It's    an    adverb    because    it    tells 
how. 

4.  It's  an  adjective  because  it  takes 
an  explanation. 

5.  It's  a  conjunction  because  it  brings 
together  and  connects. 

6.  It's  a  pronoun  because  she  stands 
for  it. 

7.  It's   a   preposition  because   it  has 
an  object. 

— Exchange 


Freshman — "I  don't  know." 
Sophomore — "I'm  not  prepared." 
Junior — "I  don't  remember." 
Senior — "I   don't   believe  I   can   add 

anything  to  what  has  been  said." 
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^<>— you  think  you  know  clothes? 

A  chance  for  the  MEN  +o  sharpen  their  pencils 
and  their  wits  on  a  few  current  styles 


by  CKuck  Hallet 


1.  What  recent  movie  has  had  a  big  influence  on 
men's  jewelry? 

2.  No  man  is  smartly  dressed  unless  his  accessories 
are  right  up  to  snuff.  What  two  important  items 
must  harmonize  to  make  the  ordinary  man  look 
well? 

3.  What  cloth  is  perennially  popular  for  spring  and 
fall  suits,  sport  coats,  and  slacks? 

4.  What  men's  store  in  Chicago  carries  a  complete 
line  of  Palm  Beach  suits,  sport  coats,  and  slacks 
which  feature  a  new  shade  called  Jute,  the  in- 
spiration for  which  came  from  the  inner  bark  of 
the  Asiatic  Linden  Plant? 

5.  What  model  suit  is  again  the  style  leader  this 
spring? 


6.  Of  all  the  makes  of  summer  formals  that  are 
sold  each  year,  what  make  always  outsells  all 
others  2  to  I  ? 

7.  What  new  innovation  has  been  given  to  hats 
this  spring  outside  of  the  fact  that  they  are 
lighter  and  more  colorful? 

8.  The  old  jitterbug  (loud)  shirt  is  definitely  gone 
this  year.  It  is  being  replaced  by  a  more  con- 
servative shirt  of  what  shade? 

9.  What  color  will  replace  green  as  the  predomi- 
nate color  for  men's  outfits  this  spring? 

10.  Slacks  can  be  worn  everyday,  everywhere,  for 
every  occasion.  Northwestern  men  have  always 
made  a  "bee-line"  for  a  certain  downtown  store 
to  obtain  their  slacks.  Where  does  that  "bee- 
line"  lead  them?  Answers  on  page  35 


the  modern  iva j 
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modern  photography,  inc. 
524  Davis  Street 
Evanston,  Illinois 
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THF  m^W  CAR 


©  Mack'   to   ordtr   for   Nortlnvcstorn   students.     XOc   will   lill    up   the   gas 

tank  .  .  .  VVaukegan  and  back  for  50c. 

House  rules  will  not  permit  taking  it  to  your  room,  but  you  can  leave 

it  under  your  window. 

There's    nothing    to    freeze.     Air    cooled    motor    doesn't    mind    coldest 

Lake  Michigan  air. 

4  can  ride  as  comfortably  as  one — Waukegan  and  back  for  12H  cents 

each. 

Dumbest  bunny  in  school  can  put  the  top  up  in  a  minute. 

The  car  is  engineered  exactly  as  a  large  car  with  parts  scaled  down 

to  small  size,  with  margins  for  safety  and  overloads  greater  than  in 

a  large  car. 

A  6  foot  3  guy  built  it  so  there's  plenty  of  room  for  long  legs. 

It  will  get  you  anywhere  fast  enough,  and  its  speed  up  to  50  miles  an 

hour  will  slow  down  the  speed  of  greying  hair  at  home. 

Parking  lot  owners  can  be  talked  into  half  price  for  parking  .  .  .  Add 

a  dime  to  the  Waukegan  trip. 

For  safety's  sake  some  parts  are  FULL  SIZE  .  .  .  the  body  is  standard 

automobile  steel.    The  glass  is  Duplex  Safety  glass  .  .  .  the  brakes  are 

powerful  enough  to  stop  a  car  4  times  its  weight  .  .  .  tires  are  same 

ply  as  standard  size  cars. 

2  quarts  of  oil  fill  crank  case.    On  a  basis  of  change  every  2.000  miles, 

oil  for  the  Waukegan  trip  figures  3':;   cents. 

Total  round  trip  to  Waukegan  63':;  cents  not  including  the  hamburgers. 

The    Purple   Parrot   will    give   you   a    smooth   demonstration — or    else! 

If  you  can't  locate  the  Parrot  visit  the  Co-op.     Just  call  GKE.   2600. 

And  all  you  must  scrape  together  is  only  S375,  $125  down,  S17.62  when 

the  finance  company  catches  up  with  you. 

THE  CROSIEY  CORPORATION 

Evanston  Dealer  —  Paul  Cummins 


-NOKTHWESTERiN 
STUDENT    ■     ■  VhS  ■  m^     ASS'N 
INC. 


CO-OP 


1726  Orrinston  Avenue 


Greenleaf  2600 


Crosley  dealers  everywhere  sell  Crosley  radios,  Shelvador  refrigerators. 
gas  and  electric  stoves,  washers,  ironers  and  this  new  idea  in  eco- 
nomical transportation  —  the  CROSLEY  Car. 


Every  Single  Day 

Continued  from  page  S 
ton  thirty.  If  I  find  the  head  there 
when  I  come  back,  I'll  of  course  re- 
turn it  to  the  DU's,  but  I  won't  know 
where  I  got  it." 

The  next  day,  when  the  DU's  were 
at  lunch,  in  came  Bill  with  the  moose 
head  in  his  arms.  "Where'd  you  get 
it?"  demanded  the  president. 
"Found  it  in  my  car,"  replied  Bill 
blandly.  He  almost  won  a  ducking 
in  the  lake  for  his  efforts,  but  was 
saved.    Nice  diplomat,  Mr.  Miskelly. 

But  not  always.  Occasionally,  Bill 
unintentionally  gets  someone  in 
trouble.  Take  the  Sigma  Chi  (we 
date  this  story  back  about  six  years 
to  make  it  safe)  who  was  on  the 
porch  of  the  house  with  his  girl 
friend  when  Bill  came  by. 

•■Any  mail  for  me,  Bill?"  he  asked. 

"Why  yes,"  replied  Bill.  "There's 
that  usual  one  in  the  blue  envelope 
from  Madison.  And  the  scented  one 
from  that  Pi  Phi  down  at  Illinois. 
And,"  Bill  was  warming  up  to  his 
story,  "that  usual  one  from  Ahce, 
your  cutie  from  down  south  ..." 

At  this  point  the  girl  blew  up. 
"So,"  she  shrieked,  "You  still  are 
writing  to  her!" 

Which  he  was. 

The  next  day,  the  girl  met  Bill  on 
the  street.  "Bill,"  she  asked,  "Does 
Joe  still  write  to  that  girl  down 
South?" 

"Of  course  not,"  he  answered.  But 
it  took  a  lot  of  talking  to  calm  the 
girl  down.  "Girls  are  hke  that," 
says  Bill.    "You  have  to  watch  out." 

We  don't  know  much  about  Bill's 
post-workday  life  now,  but  we  have 
managed  to  glean  a  few  interesting 
facts  about  him  from  some  old  alum- 
ni. It  seems  that  Bill  used  to  go 
cut  quite  a  bit,  and  whenever  he  was 
really  out  he  would  become  pugilis- 
tic. Now  Bill,  despite  his  strength, 
is  not  the  right  size  to  go  around 
picking  fights.  We  know  that  from 
personal  experience.  So  Bill's  cam- 
pus friends  often  stood  him  in  good 
stead,  for  they  were  always  pulling 
him  out  of  good  Irish  scrapes.  One 
f]"iend  still  doubles  with  laughter  at 
the  memory  of  Bill  about  to  beat  up 
on  a  215  pound  football  player. 

Seldom   does   Bill   see  the   content 

of  the  mail  he  delivers.    But  he  tells 

of  one  instance  that  intrigues  us.    It 

Continued  on  next  page 
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Bird's  Eye  View 

Continued  jrom  page  5 

around  the  booty  by  this  time — but 
we  elbowed  our  way  to  the  front 
line.  The  "things"  turned  out  to  be 
little  paper  bags,  filled  with  sawdust 
and  inscribed  with  red  paint:  "Dear 
Jean,  meet  you  at  8:30."  The  mys- 
terious airman  even  turned  cosmo- 
politan on  the  third  bag  with  :  A  huit 
heures  et  demi.  .  .  .  Time  was  when 
people  called  up  their  dates,  ah, 
modern  youth  .  .  .  ah,  science.   .   .   . 

THOUGHT-OF-THE-MONTH 


Every  Single  Day 

Continued  from  preceding  page 
happened,  as  we  recall,  in  the  Delt 
house.  It  was  around  graduation 
time,  when  one  of  the  boys  there  re- 
ceived a  letter  from  an  old  friend  of 
his  father.  "Hell,"  he  remarked  non- 
chalantly upon  opening  it,  "So  the 
old  man  did  send  me  something  after 
all."  The  check  fell  to  the  floor, 
and  Bill  noticed  the  figures  on  it. 
It  was  for  $500. 

Bill  tells  many  other  fine  stories 
of  the  campus,  all  true,  so  far  as  we 
are  able  to  tell.  Unfortunately  how- 
ever, they  will  never  see  print.  You'll 
have  to  go  to  the  original  source  for 
those. 


ANSWERS  TO  STYLE  QUIZ 
ON  PAGE  33 

1.  Gone  WifK  the  Wind 

2.  Ties  and  socks 

3.  Tweed 

4.  Carson  Pirie  Scott  and  Company 

5.  3  button  drape 

6.  Palm  Beach 

7.  Wider  brim 

8.  Pastel 

9.  Blue 

10.  Carson  Pirie  Scott  and  Company 

AND  HOW 

"Would  you  like  to  drink  Canada 
Dry  sir?" 

"I'd  love  to  but  I'm  only  here  a 
week.'"  — Urchin 

fJ      ^      ^ 

If  a  man  can  hide  behind  a  wom- 
an's petticoat  these  days,  he  ought 
to    show   the    women   how   to    do    it. 

^      ^      ^ 

Professor:  Young  man,  how  many 
times  have  I  told  you  to  get  to  this 
class  on  time! 

Student:  I  don't  know.  I  thought 
you  were  keeping  score. 


"Were  you  copying  his  paper?" 
"No  sir,  I  was  only  looking  to  see 
if  he  had  mine  right."       — Buccaneer 


Alpha  Delt— I  thought  you  said  that 
you'd  call  your  housemother  if  I 
kissed    you. 

Theta — Tnat  one  ain't  even  worth 
telling  her  about.  — Exchange 


Johnny  and  Mary  went  out  into 
the   country  to  pick  flowers. 

Mary's  mother  went,  too,  and  so 
they  picked  flowers.  — Battalion 
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HER  HERO  RATED 

ZERO  IN  THE 

ART  OF  LOVE! 


WHAT  CAUSED  THE  FIGHT?  His 

pipe!  Bud  said  it  tasted  fine,  but 
Sue  swore  it  stank  out  loud.  A  fine 
way  for  sweethearts  to  talk!  Some- 
one better  find  him  a  rnj'Wer  tobacco. 


HEARTS  ENTWINED  once  again: 
Sue  has  said  "yes"  to  Bud  and  his 
pipe  since  he  switched  to  Sir  Wal- 
ter Raleigh,  that  milder  blend  of 
hurleys  with   the   gr-r-and  aroma! 


TUNE  M—Sir  Walter  Raleigh  "Dog  House."  Every 
Tuesday  night,  NBC  Red  Network. 
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Cynic 

My  D.G.  loves  my  sweaters, 
However  loud  they  be, 
She  loves  my  poorest  letters, 
But  does  my  love  love  me? 

My  love  has  kissed  the  impress 
My  hand  made  where  I  fell. 
She's  kissed  my  burning  lips,  yes. 
Has  she  kissed  me  as  well? 

Two  parakeets  are  cooing, 
But  if  one  should  drop  dead. 
His  mate  would  soon  be  wooing 
Another  in  his  stead. 


Man:  "Whafs  the  matter  with 
these  eggs?" 

Waitress:  "I  don't  know.  I  just 
laid    the    table." 

^      ^      ^ 

"Let  me  show  you  something  new 
in  a  snappy  sedan,"  suggested  the 
salesman. 

"I  don't  think  you  could,"  she 
sweetly  replied.        — Covered  Wagon 


She  stood  in  the  street  at  midnight, 

As  the  traffic  homeward  sped. 
She  was  struck  by  the  beauteous 
moonlight. 
But    that's    not    the    reason    she's 
dead. 

^      -^      Mp 

Drunk  in  telephone  booth — "Num- 
ber hell!    I  want  my  peanuts!" 


"Why  do  you  eat  with  your  knife": 
"My   fork  leaks." 


He  who  puts  off  studying  until  to- 
morrow is  going  to  have  a  swell 
time  tonight.  — Drexerd 


Old  Lady:  "Little  boy,  I  wouldn't 
kick  my  sister  around  the  street  if 
I  were  you." 

Little  boy:  "Oh,  that's  all  right. 
She's   dead." 

— Southern  California  Wampus 


^eatkef^ 


THEY  CHOO,  TOO 

They  wear  jackets  with  yokes, 
pins,  shield  and  stays.  They  have 
aprons  and  laps.  Not  only  do  they 
have  shoes,  but  they  have  short 
pumps  and  even  hose,  while  they 
drag  trains  behind  them.  They  also 
attract  attention  with  puffs  and  muf- 
flers, and  sometimes  need  guiding 
and  require  a  man  to  feed  them. 
They  all  smoke  and  are  much  steadi- 
er when  they  are  hooked  up.  They 
are    called   locomotives. 

— Wayne   Engineer 


First     SAE:      "Woman's     greatest 
attraction   is   her  hair." 

Second  ditto:  "I  say  it's  her  eyes." 

Third    same:    "It's   unquestionably 
her  teeth." 

Fourth:   "Fellas,  what's  the  use  of 
sitting  here  lying  to   each  other." 

— Quip 


Cop:  "How  did  you  puncture  this 
tire?" 

G.  Roberts:  "Ran  over  a  milk  bottle." 

Cop:  "Didn't  you  see  it  in  time?" 

G.  Roberts:   "Aw,  the  kid  had  it  un- 
der his  coat."  — Red  Cat 
^      ^      ^ 

Doctor:  "Hey,  stop!  Don't  you  know 
that  kissing  is  a  good  way  to  trans- 
mit germs?" 

Collitch  chap:  "Good,  Hell!"  It's  per- 
fect!" — Texas  Ranger 
•^      ^      np 
Hint 
They  had  been  sitting  in  the  swing 

in    the    moonlight    alone.     No    word 

broke  the  stillness  for  half  an  hour 

until — 

"Suppose    you    had    money,"    she 

said,  "What  would  you  do?" 
He  threw  out  his  chest,  in  all  the 

glory  of  his  manhood.  "I'd  travel." 
He    felt   her    warm,    young    hands 

slide  into  his.   When  he  looked  up  she 

was  gone.    In  his  hand  was  a  nickel. 

^      ^      ^ 

Sun  Shadows 

The  girl  who  does  everything  un- 
der the  sun  always  has  shadows  un- 
der her  eyes.  — Urchin 
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Gentlemen  .  .  .  Step  Up 
and  Meet  Jeeves 


Stout  fella  Jeeves  .  .  .  we've  known  him  for  sonne  five  years  now  and 
have  gotten  pretty  fond  of  the  old  boy.  .  .  .  He  looks  a  little  stiff  necked 
when  you  first  meet  him  perhaps  .  .  .  but  he's  a  regular. 

He's  the  guardian  of  this  collection  of  Men's  Shops  we  call  the  Men's 
Store  .  .  .  and  pretty  strict  he  is  with  us,  too  .  .  .  keeps  us  on  our  toes 
when  it  comes  to  ideas  .  .  .  and  merchandise  .  .  .  keeps  us  in  touch  with 
the  English  shop  way  of  doing  things. 

You  see  .  .  .  this  stiff  necked  old  gaffer  stands  for  "our  way."  Of  pre- 
senting our  habiliments  in  a  dignified  manner  ...  of  always  knowing 
the  correct  and  the  new  in  the  way  of  clothing  .  .  .  and  of  presenting 
to  you,  that  which  we  think  is  going  to  do  the  most  for  you. 

If  you've  never  met  the  old  boy  .  .  .  step  up  and  meet  him  ...  at  the 
Corner  of  Monroe  and  Wabash. 


Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co 

Monroe  at  Wabash 


OUT  IN  SANTA  BAR- 
BARA, West  Coast  girls 
play  a  lot  of  polo.  Peggy 
McManus,  shown  about  to 
mount  one  of  her  ponies, 
is  a  daring  horsewoman... 
often  breaks  and  trains  her 
own  horses.  She  has  car- 
ried off  many  cups  and 
ribbons  at  various  horse 
shows  and  rodeos. 
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PEGGY  McMANUS  {above)  has  won  nu- 
merous cups  for  '■all-'round  girl".  ..studied 
ranch  management  at  the  University  of 
California.  She's  a  swell  dancer,  swims, 
sails...  is  a  crack  rifle  shot. ..  handles  a 
Shotgun  like  an  expert.  She  picks  Camels 
as  the  '■all -"round"  cigarette.  '■They're 
milder,  cooler,  and  more  fragrant,"  Peggy 
says.  'By  burning  more  slowly.  Camels 
give  me  extra  smokes.  Penny  for  penny. 
Camels  are  certainly  the  best  cigarette  buy." 

MORE  PLEASURE  PER  PUFF 
...MORE  PUFFS  PER  PACK! 

Camels. 


In  recent  laboratory  tests, 
CAMELS  burned  25  %  slower 
than  the  average  of  the  15 
other  of  the  largest-selling 
brands  tested  —  slower  than 
any  of  them.  That  means,  on 
the  average,  a  smoking  plus 
equal  to 


zsa 


EXTRA 

SMOKES 

PER 

PACK! 


NORTH,  SOUTH,  EAST,  WEST-people 
feel  the  same  way  about  Camel  cigarettes 
as  Peggy  does.  Camels  went  to  the  Ant- 
arctic with  Admiral  Byrd  and  the  U.  S. 
Antarctic  expedition.  Camel  is  Joe 
DiMaggio's  cigarette.  People  like  a  ciga- 
rette that  burns  slowly.  And  they  find  the 
real,  worth  while  extras  in  Camels  —  an 
extra  amount  of  mildness,  coolness,  and 
flavor.  For  Camels  are  slower-burning. 
Some  brands  burn  fast.  Some  burn  more 
slowly.  But  it  is  a  settled  fact  that  Camels 
burn  slower  than  any  other  brand  tested 
(see  left).  Thus  Camels  give  extra  smok- 
ing... a  plus  equal,  on  the  average,  to  five 
extra  smokes  per  pack. 

Copyrieln,  1940,  B.  J.  Reynolds  Tob.  Co.,  Winston-Sakm.N.  C. 
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